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FRIEND IN NEED 
T3 


A FRIEND INDEED, 


SCENE, @ fludy, 


Young LitTLEToN (entering to Ranger.) 


OOD morrow, Ranger. What means 
this? Employed ſo early! Are you really 
reſolved, then, to take up with ſtudy? 

RANGER. Yes, dear Littleton; at laſt, and 
ſeriouſly, ; 

Young LIT TIETONJ. But, let me ſee what 
ſort of ſtudy. ( Looking at the books on Ranger's 
aeſk.} Blackſtone's Commentaries : the Com- 
mercial Treaty: the Abridgement of the Sta» 
tutes.—Oh, ho, ſeriouſly indeed! And, bave 
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ou, then, bid farewell to your Shakeſpeare, 
— Lord Cheſterfield, with A that claſs. 
RanGER, Yes, I aſſure you, Littleton, 
Thoſe gentlemen are very proper for the ſake | 
of entertainment, or for thoſe who, being born | 
to expectations, need but ſtudy the belles lettres ; 
Pi for my part, I reflected ſeriouſly, at laſt, 
"ſaw I was obliged to make ſome choice of a 
profeſſion; my good father is without a fortune, 
and has nothing but his practice in the law, 
which, notwithſtanding, brings him in a hand- 
ſome maintenance. I am reſolved, at length, 
on his profeſſion, and will give myſelf up to 
the application it requires. | 
Young LIrTTErON. For my part, I have 
been admitted ta the bar, and that is, ſure, 
enough for me. I keep my uncle company, 
who treats me like a brother; and ſo loves me, 
that he cannot do without my preſence, and 
particularly fince indiſpofition has prevented 
him from going out. I frequently employ myſelf 
with him in reading: that delights us both, 
without much taking up my brain in thinking 
what will be my future deſtination. I am na- 
turally indolent, I own; and care not much 
about the marrow. | 
RANGER, Such indifference is not very 
likely to be blamed in-you; and, yet, be not 
diſpleaſed if I have no ambition to reſemble 
you ; for, Mr. Littleton is very rich, and has 
no other heir than you; which is not, as you 
know, the caſe reſpecting e and what my fa- 
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ther is poſſeſſed- of. I muſt work, A I would 
live. I am already to be rated for too man 
follies in my conduct; and the loſs of teo = 
valuable time. 

Young LITTIETrON. You never were fo 


frank before: but, a propos. Your father, I 


ſuppoſe, is coming home. I muſt confeſs I 
dont like much to ſee him: he has ſuch a crabs 
bed aſpect, and looks at me, when I come to 
ſee you here, in ſuch a way! that, I muſt own, 
prevents my coming frequently, when other- 
wiſe I ſhould be glad to ſee you, 

RANGER. I muſt not pretend to ſay his 
manners are conciliating, or his looks ſo win- 
ning as the features of your uncle, whom I 
love with all my heart. But; dont you be 
afraid : he will not be in town before to-morrow 
evening. t 

Young LIT TLETONY. Ah! in that caſe, we 
will take a walk to night. | 

RANGER. With all my heart. 

Young LitTLETON. But, at preſent, I can 
fray a little with you, tell me what thoſe follies 
in your conduct are, to which, this moment, 
you alluded fo ingenuouſly. . 

RANGER. You ſhall hear them; and will 
fay they merit a much harſher name, Three 
years ago, my father thought it time to ſound 
me on my inclinations, recommending me a 
choice of Warwick lane, or Lincoln's inn, He 


dwelt moſt ſeriouſly on Warwick lane, as what 


would ſooneſt mal e my fortune! ſince a little 
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braſs, a a pompous way of ſpeaking, and a ſpa- 
cious wig, without much knowledge, were the 
things that moſt of all unpoſed upon the com- 

mon claſs of people. | 

Young L1rrtttoNn. You would not con- 
ſent, then, to become a doctor? 

RaxGER. Yes, indeed, I would; and did, 
and that more readily, ſince, on the other 
hand, he gave me an unfavourable picture of 
the law ; ; not with reſpect to any want of pro- 


. — in thoſe that followed the profeſſion, whoſe 
P 


reſpectability he rather praiſed; but, with re- 
gard to the exceeding length of time required 
to get a man full practice, the great labour he 
muſt firſt of all ſubmit to, and when every 
thing was done, the - uncertainty at laſt of 
getting into practice. 

Young LIT TLETON. You were, then, re- 
folved on phyſfic: what prevented you from 
taking to it ? 

RANGER. What prevented me! A Rece of 
childiſtineſs, for which I actually bluſh, while 
Jam ſpeaking to you now. My father, who 
had never once lol fight, in his regard and vas 
lue for me, of my education, and obſerved upon 
which fide my inclination led me, ſaid: 

it would be proper for me to get all m Greek 
422 Latin books together, which had ſerved 
me when at ſchool, that we might look them 
over, and pa rticularly ſo, the Greek; for, a 

phyſician ſhould be well acquainted with the 


| Greek, faid he, 
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Young LiIrTIEToN. And, he was in the 
right; for, almoſt every word in the Materia 
Medica is taken from that language. 

RanGtr, Yes; but I had fold my ſchool 
books, all without diſtinction, to get money for 
the billiard table; as my father made ſuch ſpare 
proviſion for my pocket. | 

Young LiTTLETON. That was not the beſt 
part of his conduct: ſo, too, has my uncle often 
jaid, when ſpeaking of you. | 

RANGER. Sothat, when I found he wiſhed 
to fee my books, which I had made away with, 


fearing I might everlaſtingly diſpleaſe him by 


a frank confeſſion of the truth, I ſaid I would 


not be a doctor. 


Young LIT TIETo NV. Having ſold your 
books! By what flight circumſtances may our 
choice of a profeſſion hold ! | 

RAx GER. And to ailign ſome plauſible pre- 
tence for having changed my reſolution, I in- 
formed him, two days afterward, that I had 
ſeriouſly debated with myſelf, that phyſic did 
not ſuit my turn and temper, that to paſs my 
life in ſeeing human nature ſuffer every kind of 
illneſs, would procure my feeling boſom at too 
dear a price, the fortune pliyſie might obtain 
me. He believed what I aſſerted, calling me, 
however, in his uſual way of ſpeech, an aſs; 
and ſaying, that with ſuch a feeling boſom as 
I had, I ſhould not very quickly make a for- 
tune in the world; that people ſhould have 
now a- days, a certain ſomething of hard-hearte 
; 10 B 2 edneſs, 
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edneſs, to make their way in this life; but 
that after all, he did not mean to force my inch- 
nations. You ſhall then be an attorney, faid 
he; and muſt proſecute a different kind 
ſtudy. I conſented on condition of no Greek 
and Latin books, or any thing of that 
kind, In my clerkſhip, time paſſed chearily 
enough ; for though my father thought I was 
intent upon the books he gave me,—in their 
ſtead, I ſtudied Shakeſpeare, Otway, Farquhar, 
Rowe, and other ſuch-like authors, both in co- 
medy and tragedy, which I ſelected volume 
after volume from his library. I ſtruck out plans 
of plays, made verſes, and wrote | ſonnets, 
which, in my idea, was far leſs laborious than 
chicanery and juriſprudence, | 
Young LirTLETron. After all, how did 
you extricate yourſelf from this enchantnient, 
and prevail upon your indolence to enter on 
the application yu are now engaged in? How 
could you find reſolution to fit down, and 
thumb thoſe very books that firſt of all dif 
guſted you? | 
RANGER. For upwards of a fortnight paſt, 
I have conceived the livelieſt ardour to acquire 
that ſtudy, which hereafter may facilitate my 
— and to give up every thing that may 
ivert my application; ahd you find me at this 
preſent moment in ſuch application with the 
firmeſt reſolution, never to loſe ſight thereof. 
Young LIT TLETON. So much the better, 
friend. I earneſtly conjure you to gagged 
| thus 
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this your preſent. reſolution; in ſuch caſe; tis 
not impoſſible you may become the firſt prac- 
titioner in any of the courts. | | 

RanGER, Let me alone. I will be chat, 

or die in the accompliſhment thereof. 
- Young LizTLEToN. For my part, I will 
ſtill continue my old way; that is, philoſophy. 
J will content myſelf with what my uncle leaves 
me, and enyjay the charms of liberty and learn - 
ing. 

RANGER. I would do the ſame, perhaps, if 
J bad only half your expectations: but 

A SERVANT fcoming in, and putting into 
Ranger's hand a letter.) Sir, here's a letter: 
it comes to you by the poſt. {He gives it to bis 
maſter.) 

Young LitTLETON. Pray, is not that your 
father's ſervant ? 

RANGER, Yes. 

Young LiTTLE TON io the domeſtic.) My 
friend, if there ſhould come a little hump-back 
man, who is my uncle, and inquire for Mr, Lit- 
tleton, pray tell him I am here:—{To Ranger} 
He means to take me in his way to the academy, 
and wants to fee you and your father. 

Rax ER. Good. {To the Servant} You 
underſtand ? | = 

The Strvant. Yes, very plainly, fir. 
(He goes out.) 

RANGER. The letter is indorſed <with ſpeed. 
It comes from Oxford, where my father has been 
upward of theſe three weeks with a friend. The 
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addreſs is not his writing, What can all this 
mean? / He opens the letter, and after having 
read a line or two, cries out) Oh, heaven! my 
father's dead. 5 | 

Young LITTIETON. Your father's dead? 
RANGER, Yes, ſuddenly— He falls back in 
bis chair.) 14 

Young LirrIETON (reading the letter to 
himfelf,) “I am obliged, dear fir, to ſend you 
the diſtreſſing tidings that your father broke a 
veſlel in the brain laſt Tueſday night, while he. 
was here at ſupper. I received him in my arms, 
where he expired without a groan. I feel the 
ſorrow this muſt give you, and in vain: would 
wiſh to mitigate it. Tis God's viſitation, who 
alone can {ſoften the affliction of it. I am, 
deareſt fir, &c.“ | 

RanGER (coming to himſelf, but weeping.) 
Ah, my deareſt friend! How grievous a misfor- 
tune! What a loſs to one in my unhappy ſitu- 
ation! What now will become of me ? Without 
the benefit of fortune, whom ſhall I refort to ? 
Oh, great God! | | 

_ Young LirTLEToN, Your ſituation, I muſt 
own, is an unhappy one: yet need not you de- 
ſpair; for you are young, and well diſpoſed. 
Vou are not without friends, nor was your fa- 
ther. They will all aſſiſt you I am certain. 
The elder LITTIETOV (coming in.) Both 
together! I am glad to find you ſo. But what 
may be the matter, my dear Ranger ? 


RANGER, 
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RANGER. Ah, fir, you are come to ſee me 
in a melancholy ſituation. 

Young LitTi.z=Ton. Mr. Ranger, as this 
letter here will ſhow you, died laſt Tueſday 
evening, ſuddenly, at Oxford. 

The elder LIT TLETON. Suddenly! Great 
God! what is our life? | 

RANGER. Tis quite calamitous to unde 
ſuch a misfortune : but, my friends, do not 
abandon me.—My ſorrow,—T have loſt my fa- 
ther, and am left alone—Quite ifolated in the 
world, and ruined. 5 

The elder LitTtTizToN. Ruined, my dear 
Ranger? No; I love you with no leſs affee- 
tion than I do my nephew. Come and live 
with me, then, till ſuch time as you have ſet- 
tied your affairs, and pitched upon fome plan to 
go by. In the interim, my houſe and purſe, 
my counſel, and whatever J poſſeſs, ſhall be at 
your diſpoſal. In a word, I will eſteem and love 
you, juſt as if you were my nephew. 

RANGER. Your diſintereſted offer and pro- 
tection would confole me, if, in ſuch a fituation 
as my preſent, any thing could do ſo. But 
God's providence has torn my father from me 
at the moment when his life was much more 
neceſſary to my peace of mind than ever it had 
been; and at a moment when my. reſolution 
of amendment had but juſt been taken. 

The elder LitTti.zron. Providence does 
all things for the beſt; and by your father's 

20 death, 
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death, deſigns to make a trial of your virtue: 


but at preſent, you are not ſufficiently com- 

ſed to argue on the event. Shut up your 
doors, and come with me then. Come, in tours 
and-twenty hours vou may be talked to. (Tg 
his nephew.) Let him have your arm. My 
coach is at the door. Come, come. 

RANCER. Ah, fir, I cannot but have eve 
reaſon to avail myſelf of your obliging friend- 
ſhip; yet I cannot ſce 


The elder Lirriuron (going out.) No ar- 


guments, dear Ranger, for the preſent, We 
ſhall fee, in twenty-ivur hours? time, what can 
be done to ſerve you. 

Young LirrIETON (faking Ranger by the 
arm.) Come, be of comtort. | 
Ranger. Yes, I will, and am prepared to 
follow, | 94 
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PRICE or BLOOD. 


SCENE, A Garret 


Mr. PourRET, Saran, and HUMPHREY, alt 
at work, Sarah fitting by a Cradle. 


Mrs, PoMFRrET. 


ALLY, is he yet aſleep ? 

SARAH. Yes, mother. | 
Mrs. PomrrtET. How I dread his waking ? 
Should he wake, what will he do for food ? 
Poor little thing ! . 
SARAH, My father ſaid he would ſtep out 
o Mr. Surly's for a little money, on account 
f that engraving he is doing for him, 
Mrs. PomrxET. Only there; and not come 

fince nine o'clock this morning? ſhould 
e not ſucceed |! | "$8 
SARAH. That is not to be feared; who 
ould deny him? | 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. PomFRET. Ah, my poor, dear Sally; 


Fou but little know mankind, What is a needy 
artiſt in the notion of ſome people? 

Sax Ak. But, I fancy, you forget it is his 
own he means to aſk for? 

Mrs. PomFrET. So it is, indeed, my child; 
but then, he has not finiſhed yet the work; and 
till the whole is done, he cannot lawfully re- 
quire the payment. | 

SARAH, He has almoſt done it; and, be- 
ſides, this Mr. Surly is ſo rich. | 

Mrs. PoMFRErT, So rich! Alas, the rich are, 
generally ſpeaking, much leſs bounteous than 

the poor. The perſon he engraves for, was 

originally nothing: I even knew him formerl 
a-footman. He was then beneath us, ant 
would fain have had your father as a partner, 
when he ſet up in his preſent trade of ſelling 
prints; but what a partner! He refuſed. 
And yet, this man has made a fortune; while 
your father—Ah : let me not think of ſuch an 
#lteration. Tis a favour done your, father, 
no, that he will give him work, though what 
he earns is ſuch a trifle. Only halt a guinea 


for the work, which reputable tradeſmen pay | 


four times as much tor. 

SARAH, Is it poflible ? To be ſo rich, yet, 
void of pity for the poor; and what is worſe 
too, after having been ſo poor one's ſelf! for 
my part, I thould think it falſe, but that you 
tell me things are ſo. 


Mrs. Poyratt. So much the better, my, 
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dear child, for vou. It is a generous thought, 
and may you always entertain ſuch thoughts. 
. Paul's clock ftrikes three.) 
HumrPHRY (looking off his work.) There's 
hree o'clock. When ſhall we have our dinner, 
other ? | 
Mrs. PomrFrRET. What is that you aſk? 


child; WYour father and your brother are both out, and 
and would you wiſh to dine without them? 
ly re- Humynxy. Oh, no; mother: but, perhaps 


they may have dined already: and you dont 
1, be- ¶ know where they are. So that, 
Mrs. PomyrxtET. Well, and ſhould you eat 
with any pleaſure then ? 
HumpnryY, Oh, no.— But it is very late, 
and they may—— _ 
Mrs. PomrxeET. Hold your tongue: they 


are at preſent faſting, I am ſure, as well as you; 


tner, WW Beſides, you ſec I wait their coming home. 
ling W Your fiſter does ſo too;—and then your little 
uſed. brother hkewiſe. Are you not as able, pray, to 
vhile WJ faſt as he ?=And yet he does not murmur. | 
ch an Humenxy., No- but—I am very hungry 
ther, W (he burſis ont à crying. } 

what Mrs. PomrrET (going ap to him.) My dear 


child, my poor dear Humphry !—Come.—Be 
pacified.—Your father will be ſoon at home; 
and let you have ſome dinner..—Fhere ; there ; 


, yet, there. Iam as much in pain as you are to be- 
1 hold you ery ſo. 1 e 
for 


HunRRY. Oh, no, no: prays mother; 
dont you be in pain; for I ſhould cry much 
FAY More; 
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more ;— but ſee, my tears are all dried up.— t 
if I could not go without my dinner juſt as well | 
as you, How angry with myſelf I am, for 
having cried ſo;—but I could not help it.— I' 
do ſo no more; but go to work ſo hard as to 
forget I'm hungry, / goes again to work. } 

rs. POMFRET — while taking up ber 
work.) Am I unfortunate enough! Oh, hea- 
vens! How ſhall I bear it? 

SARAH, My poor father 1s not uſed to ſtay 
from home ſo long, If ſome misfortune ſhould 
have happened to him ? by 

Mrs. PourRET. I can gueſs how he is 
ſituated, - Mr, Surly has not — him any 
money, and he cannot think of coming home, 
as he went from us empty handed. But your 
brother's abſence makes me wonder. When did 
he go out ? 

Ak AH. At ſun riſe. 

Mrs. PoMFxET. Who would have believed 
it? He that I ſuppoſed ſo careful, to forſake us 
at a time like this, when we are moſt in need of 
bis afliſtance ? | | 

SARAH. Pray dont grieve on that account 
He muſt have left us with a good intention, 1 
am well acquainted with the excellency of his 
heart; — . how much he ſuffers for our: 
Ry fituation. He is gone to do us 

00 » 
5 Mrs. Ponmrxzr. But what good will he WY, 
have it in his power to do us, without friends, ſon 
without acquaintances ? | 


SARAH. trie 
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Sara, Our want will put him upon 
ans. When he went out, I thought him in 
ir. | 

Mrs. Pomrrtt. Alas! what fay you? In 
{pair ? Ah, Sally, my dear girl, if he ſhould 
ink of doing any erime: that blow would kill 
e. 
SARAH. Never fear, I know my brother 
BIA +: 

- Mrs. PomyRET. Your father certainly has 
he 3 ot ſucceeded. He will come home over- 


18 . . . 
helmed with grief, fatigue, and hunger. 
4 * SARAH. Oh, dear me! I ſuffer more for 
— 11s ſake than my own. 
2. did Mrs. PomrzxeT. Dear children, your poor 


atber's miſerable ſituation cuts me to the heart ; 
and we muſt have recourſe to thoſe laſt means of 
he unfortunate, which notwithſtanding wound 
a feeling mind, My little Humphry, you muſt 
here be uſeful to us. | 
Huwmyury., I? Pray tell me how: I will 
do any thing you bid me, mother. 
Mrs. PomyRzET. Poor dear little fellow. You 
can do no more. Come then, and let me kiſs 
you. Cruel want! to what neceſſity you force 
me '!—Humphry, my dear Humphry, you muſt 
| go into the ſtreet, and crave ſome ſuccour from 
h thoſe well-dreſſed people you may meet with. 
ara You muſt cry till ſuch time as they give you 
, ſomething. You will meet, no doubt, with ſe- 
veral hard-hearted men; but poſſibly ſome 
friend of charity may ſee you and aſſiſt us. 
10 C H uM« 


18 THE PRICE OF BLOOD. 


Hunr ERV. Pray, dear mother, is not th: 
called begging ? ls 
Mrs. PomrxtET. Yes, my poor, dear ma 
it is. | $3 
Hustr RRV. I ſhould not like to go a beg 
ging; but as you and my poor fiſter are 11 
want, I will. —Muſt I aſk every one I meet? 
Mrs. PourREr. Not every body, Humphry 
but ſuch only as have got good clothes on, 
| Homynny, There are-fuch a number tha 
deſpiſe the poor, as I have ſeen myſelf, I ſhoulc 
not like to aſk of them. 
Mrs. PomfRET. That you muſt run thi 
riſque of, They are not to be diſtinguiſhed by 
their looks from other people. Go. 
Hun. Yes, mother; but firſt kiſs me. 
Mrs. PomrRET (Aiſing vim.) There, poor 
innocent. I would not aſk you to do ſuch a 
thing, if it were not that we might have a bit 
of bread. | 3 
SARA (looking at the little Humphry as he 
oes down ftairs,) Dear child! Who can with- 
ſtand his tears, when he ſpeaks to them? To go 
out a begging hurts him. I could ſee that 
plainly. | | 
PomMFRET (entering in a ghaſtly manner.) Ah, 
dear wife and daughter, We muſt die. (S- 
ting down, and looking round him.) What have 
= done with Humphry ? And his brother ? 
Is not he come back yet? 
- Mrs, Pour RET. Deareſt huſband, you have 
loft 
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- poor n a ſeries of Letters, from WiLLiam 


ſuch a THoMPSON to his Mo THER, 

2 a bit 

as he I. 

w_ September 6, 1787. 
. = My Dzaz Mana, 


F HAVE been here three days, and never. 


) Ah, once forgot my promiſe of a frequent cor- 
(Hi Feſpondence with you, which, no doubt, will 
have ery much improve my ſtyle, and render letter 
her? Writing in particular, much more familiar to 


me. This is my firſt letter; but I did not think 
I ſhould have had occaſion to begin my cor- 
eſpondence with 2 circumſtance of ſo _ 

rrom 
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ſorrow to the family in which I am upon 42 
vifit; and in whoſe proſperity you intereſt 
yourſelf ſo much. God grant my future let- 
ters may convey you more agreeable intelli- 
gence I I ſhall take care to write again as ſoon 
as I have other news, even though it ſhould 
arrive in half an hour, It is at preſent nine 
o'clock, and we ſhould all be now at ſupper, 
were it not for what I mean to mention. 
For my dear friend Edward went out early in 
the morning, and on horſeback, followed by a 
ſervant : his intention was to viſit a young gen- 
tleman about his age, who lives at nine miles 
diſtance, and with him, 1s going to the Charter- 
houſe, as Edward 1s, you know, for education : 
well, would you believe it, Edward is not yet 
returned; *ts now, as I have ſaid already, nine 
o'clock, or later; and his parents bade him be 
at home by five at fartheſt, Never yet, they 
tell me, was he known to diſobey them. Some 
mis fortune muſt have happened to him. To 
increaſe . their apprehenſion too, the night is 
very very dark, occaſioned principally by a 
fog, which thickens every minute. Mr. Gran» 
diſon has juſt ſent out a ſervant to the houſe, 
where Edward meant to viſit. With'how much 

impatience do we not all wait for his return ! 
ER cit abs © Le RET 
e W. 7. 
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pon 4 

ntereſt PomrrRET. Nor I either; but, dear ſpouſe 
re let- Would he go out at ſuch a time as this, when his 
ntelli- Wſiſtance is fo needfu] ? ? He knows very well, 


s ſoon What any interruption of his. labour muſt be a. 

aterial injury to us in our preſent circum- 

ances. I ſhall not ſo ſoon forgive him, 
SARAH, I hear ſome one on the ſtairs, Tis 

urely he (going to the door.) 

rly in PomMFRET. 1 will not ſee him. Let him nog 

d by a Wome near me. 

gen- Tromas ( entering weak and fainting, he has 
miles o his arms bound 1 7 a bottle and tæuo loaves.) 

arter- WHold.—Eat now.—l have paid dearly for them. 


ation: am faint, and cannot *—olhbly hold out. 
ot yet Having put the loaves and bottles on the table, 
„nine e all. 2 into a chair... 

im be Mrs. Pomrpakr. Heavens! What does all 


his mean? Has he been doing any crime—— 
Tuonas. Eat, eat, I tell you. I have not 
deen doing wrong. 

PomeRET. But why are you in this condi- 
tion ? 

' Mrs. Por RR. Both your arms bound round 


they 
Some 


ouſe; bout! and blood! Have you been fighting ? 
much Sax Au. Oh, dear mother, mother. I can 
n! Nee he has been bled. Look how the blood runs 


own bis arm here! 
THoMas. Farther! Mother: Siſter ! It wag 
done to get you food. 
Mr. and Mrs, PomrxET. Ah, ſon! 
SARAH Ah, brother! (They approach ; and, 
| tix 0, Cc 3 avbile 


— 


* 
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while the parents both embrace him, Sarah ties his 
arm up.) | o | 
| A GENTLEMAN (coming in with Humphry, 
and provifions in his hand.) Where are theſe 
poor people? How have they been able to con- 
ceal themſelves for ſuch a length of time? 

Humynry., There, fir. That is my fa- 
ther; this my mother. They are dying both 
of hunger. 

PoMFRET [to the gentleman.) Ah, fir! how 
affecting is your generoſity, We know the 
value of it; but, alas! how is it poſſible we 
ſhould enjoy it, while our ſon here—this dear 
youth, —Did you but know, fir 

Humenxy, What can be the matter with 
you, brother ? 

The GexnTLEMAN. Have you been at- 


tacked, or beat by any body ? = | 
TroMas (with a feeble voice.) No, ſir. I Hape 
could not ſupport the thought of our unhappy Wl wi 
family's condition; and went out this morning WM yo! 
in deſpair ; but on the other hand, determined . 
to procure them ſome relief, or die, I met by ſtat 
chance a friend, as much in want of ſuccour as Wl tha 
myſelf, My look and manner frightened him. fal 
here are you going, thus, ſaid he, and what the 
has happened to you? Ah, dear friend, replied for 
I to theſe queſtions, my r father, mother, tis 
ſiſter, brothers, have not had a bit of bread to C: 
eat theſe four-and-twenty hours and upwards. ge 
Look you, ſaid this virtuous but poor man, and 4 
0 


gave me two pence, Here is all I have. "2 


1 
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ties his ¶ you with by any means to get a little m 
| Tombs rae Surg, can tell you do- Weil. 
U me, anſwered I- and I will do it. There 
no diſhonour in the way you have to re- 
ommend? None, none, replied my friend, 
s you will ſay yourſelf, There 1s a gentle- 
1an who lives juſt facing Surgeon's Hall : he 
odges at the great white houſe ;. and ſtudies 
phyſic. He is likewiſe learning how to bleed, 
nd gives two ſhillings, —Yes, I underftand you, 
nterrupted I, and flew to this young ſurgeon, 
vho that moment bled me, I received his 
money, and then haſtened to another in the 
Strand, who did the ſame. I went and bought 
this bread and porter, but am dying. MapPF» 
notwithſtanding, if my death may for a day 
preſerve my parents. — 
The GENTLEMAN. Ah, my friend, you are 
a prodigy of virtue, but have here a brother 
who already ſhows himſelf a rival ox fo 
you. — This poor little boy, (pointing Hum 
out ) fell 2 my oh I had TEA 
ſtantly brought in, and gave him ſomething 
that ſoon brought him to his ſenſes. He is 
faint for want of food, obſerved a gentleman 
then with me; upon which, I ordered him 
ſome victuals, but he would not take it, ſaying 
tis my father, tis my mother that want victuals. 
Can cat, while they are periſhing with hun- 
ger! ö 
Mrs. PomraeT, Ah, my poor, dear chil- 
dren, you deſerve a better fortune, OE 
e 


mne. 


The GENTLEMAN. Be not you unhappy il 
I take that upon 
me ; and, will every night and morning, bleſs 
the happy moment that afforded me an opportu-, 
| thoſe whoſe' virtue ſhould 
have placed them in a comfortable ſituation. 
Happily, your ſon (looking at the elder) is only 
weakened, and will very toon be well. Here is 
a trifle ¶ putting down his purſe upon the table) 
to aſſiſt his cure, and purchaſe you ſubſiſtance 
fora day or two: Before it can be ſpent, you 
ſhall be ſure to ſee me here again: but for the 
preſent I muſt go.—Farewel, (fopping Pomfret, 
auh 7s ready to fall down before 


at their want of fortune. 


nity of ſuccouring | 


ing has afforded me the greateſt pleaſure. Iam. 
paid already for it, in my heart. 


him.) No 
thanks, my friend. What J have juſt been do- 


Farewel, 


once more. I cannot but admire the. conſe- 
quences of that education and thoſe good ex- 


amples you have certainly beſtowed 3 your 


cluldren,-God be with you, 


* 


& * 
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ſt your labour then? Truſt me, 1 feared as 


happy Much. | 

t upon PoMFRET (wehemently.) All acceſs to com- 
» bleſs on in men's boſoms is ſhut up.—A wretch, 
portu- Nat formerly I honoured with my friendſhip ! 
ſhould was happy then, and he quite deſtitute! He 
ation. Nas however honeſt ; but by changing princi- 
s on! les, he has made. ſhift to get a fortune. 
lere is {WMay—The villain! he defrauds me of my pro- 
table) derty ! he will not let me have my own: 


rs. PoMFRET. Not pay you ! 2 
PourREkT. No. The monſter! He quotes 


Jou 
r the aw to rob me. Finiſh your engraving firſt: 
fret, and then I'll pay you: but till then, you have 
No o right to any money. This was all his an- 
do- er. 1 informed him, but in vain, of my diſ- 
Iam Ereſs. I could not work, I told him, without 
wel, Nrictuals. I would be content, I ſaid, with half 
onſe⸗ the money I had earned; and even that I ſhould 
ex- conſider as a gift: but he was deaf to my en- 
our treaties. Still his anſwer was; I owe you no- 


thing, and have nothing for you,—l inſiſted, 
Turn him out, ſaid he; on which his people 
coming from behind the counter, thruit me 
forcibly into the ſtreet, and ſhut the door be= 
hind me. | 

Mrs. PomrzeET. Be of comfort, my dear 
man; and do not aggravate our ſorrows by re- 
flecting on your own. I have ſent — 
out juſt now: tis poſſible he may return with 
ſome aſſiſlance for us. 1 

5 f 10 C 2 Poms 
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PomFrrRET. Hope for nothing, Oh, men! 
men ! No, they are all brute bea . I thought 
myſelf upon this aid of begging. Could I} 
recolle& your ſituation, and refuſe to try it? 1 
3 it for ſome ſhort time, I muſt confeſs, 

Shame, pride, and other ons, combated 
within my heart againſt it; but at laſt, my ten- Nit u 
dernefs for you and my dear children weighed h 
down every motive. I accoſted the firſt gentle - Na) 
man I met with; he was ſtanding in St. James's Th 
Street, cloſe by a fruit ſhop, and had juſt that Win 
moment ſtopped. For heaven's fake, my dear 
fr, ſaid I, take pity on me. I have four poor 
children and a wife all periſhing for hunger : 
Work, ſaid he. You are yet able to do that. Wen 
There cannot be a buſineſs half ſo bad as that nis 
of begging. Saying this, he pulled a purſe out 
full of gold, and, taking up a peach, threw 
down two ſhillings for it. The eaſt piece of | 
money you have Fer faid I, will fave a family 
from ſtarving. „dear fir; I earneſtly be- 
ſeech you; but he fell into a paſſion, bidding 
me begone ; and turning, left me. 

SARAH, A rich man inſult your miſery in 
this manner! whom then ſhould the poor man 
tell his wants to ? 

PoMFrET, No one: being as unhappy as 
we are, we ſhould reſolve on dying: but our 
Thomas has not been accuſtomed to abſent 
himſelf ſo long, or go from home ſo early. 

Mrs. PomrzeT. I was ſaying fo, juſt now, 
I cannot think he would forfake us, 


. 


Poms 
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3 men! II. 

thought 8 

ould 1 Sept. 5, Eleven at night, 

y it ? 1 WHAT affliction, dear mama! The foot- 
confeſs. N man is returned this moment from the houſe, 


vhere Edward meant to paſs the day. He left 
it with his ſervant, when the clock ſtruck four. 
What is become of him? Can he have loſt his 


entle- way? Has he been thrown? Who knows. 
ames's Thieves very poſhibly have robbed and killed 
iſt that Wim. Mrs. Grandiſon will break her heart. 
1y dear 'larifſa can do nothing in the world but weep 


or apprehenſion g and the ſervants run up ſtairs 
and down again, like people that have loſt their 
ſenſes. Mr, Grandifon endeavours to conſole 
his wife; but one may ſee, he is himſelf beyond 


unger: 
o that. 
1s that 


rſe out Nexpreſſion agitated, He has ſent out people on 
threw the different roads, to make inquiry for 

iece of WE dward. If it were not for his wife, who ſhould 
family Not in her preſent ſtate of mind be left alone, he 

tly be- ould have gone himſelf too with them. Would 

idding Wo heaven I had accompanied my friend. I 


hould, at leaſt, have ſhared his dangers, Mrs. 
randiſon would not permit me to go with 
im, as I wiſhed to do, becauſe, as ſhe re- 
parked, I had a little cold upon me. Had I 
dut intreated her to let me go, ſhe would have 
rery poſſibly at laſt conſented, I am quite un- 
appy. Poor dear little fellow! At the age of 
welve to be expoſed at this late hour to every 
janger of the night; for that, at leaſt, he is. 
| I know 


ery in 


Ir man 


PPY a8 
it our 
abſent 


am 


Poms 
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I know not how I ſhall ſupport my ſorrow, 1 
can hardly hold my pen, or ſee what I am 
Writing. | | 


III. 


Sept. 6. One in the morning, 


NO intelligence of Edward yet. We are What 
not gone to bed. How ſhould we ſleep, in- Ward. 
deed ? The ſervants pity Edward. Philip and WW Th 
Clariſſa cry, Oh, brother! brother! And this Hard, 
ſcene increaſes my affliction. Oh, if it were Wiiti 

day! cloc 
2 7 | an 
IV. 6 th: 

VE g h 

Sept. 6. Haff paſt Ax. ho, 

GOD be praiſed, mama; for tidings are at No al: 
Jaſt arrived of Edward; finte the ſervant that hey 
went out with him is now come home. My roun 
friend has met with no misfortune, and tis not Wi E 


through any fault, or even negligence of his, Wwe. 
that he has cauſed us ſuch anxtety. Quire 
otherwiſe ; for far from being: blameable in IT 
affair, his conduct merits every Kind of com: 
mendation, How I long to let you know what 
he has done: but Mr. Grandiſon will poſi: 
tively have us all to bed this inſtant; after th 
fatigue and grief, he ſays, we have gone 
throngh. I muſt comply. Adieu then, dear 
mama, till I am up again. Ares * 
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. 
Sept. 9. Nine o'clock. 


1 have enjoyed a comfortable fleep, and now 
all tell you every thing, from the recital, 


gs dhn the footman made before his maſter, of 
Ve are What happened to him and my dear friend Ed- 
d in- ard. . 5 

5 and They had ſcarcely left the houſe, where Ed- 


nd this Ward, as already I have mentioned, had been 
t were ſiting, that they might be at home by five 
clock, as Mr. Grandiſon had ordered Edward, 
an the weather all at once began to thicken 
ith a miſt, that ſoon prevented them from ſee- 
g half a dozen feet before them. Edward 
ſho, you know, is naturally brave, was under 
0 alarm. They kept up a hard trot, when 
ey perceived a man ſtretched out upon the 
round before them. What can this be here ? 
tis not Mid Edward, and ſtopped ſhort his horſe, Tis 
F bis, me one ſure, ſaid John, that has been drink- 
g till he could not keep his legs. Let us go 
n, dear maiter Edward. 
No, John, anſwered maſter Edward, if it be 
man, though he may poflibly have drunk too 
uch, we muſt at leaſt, from mere compaſſion, 
et him on one fide the road, leſt any carriage 
the dark ſhould happen to go over him. He 
ad not well pronounced theſe words, but he 
as off his horſe. But what was bis ſurpriſe, 
hen drawing near the unhappy man, he found 
0 D | he 
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he had received a dangerous wound upon the 
head, from which the blood was running out 
in great abundance. Edward ſpoke, but had 
no anſwer. 5 | 
He muſt certainly be dead, ſaid John, who 
had alighted likewiſe from his horſe. | 
EpwarD. No, no: he is not dead. He is 


the ge 
felt hi 
DOOT C 

ppea! 
in this 
rents | 


but in a ſwoon. Oh, heavens! what ſhall we MW fell. 
do? | 4 hate 
Jokx. What ſhall we do, indeed! We muſt I w 
purſue our journey, and may ſend aſſiſtance to ereſt1 
him from the village we next come to. gent u 
Epwarp. How unfecling, John, you are! uite 
Before the people we may ſend can reach him, pleaſe 
the poor wounded gentleman (for I forgot to nd tl 
tell you he was very creditably dreſſed.) Per- JW <421 
haps will be quite dead. See, what a deal of 
blood he has already laſt. So tie our horſes to 
theſe trees, we muſt ourſelves afford him all the 
. aſſiſtance in our power. 
' .. Joan. Do you conſider what you ſay? IN 
The night will quickly overtake us, and in ſuch ama, 
a fog we never ſhall be able to find out our WE" h 
way. leman 
Ev WARD. Well, we will ſtay here then, He 
Jonx. Here, fir? and your parents? You vaſt 
may fancy to yourſelf what their uneaſineſs Jon 
will be. Ee fir ? 
EpwARD. Ah, you are in the right. I did Ep: 
not think of that. | p to 
And thereupon, the little fellow was juſt go- . 
ing to remount his horſe; but turning towards D\ 
: the end he 
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four, and tied it round the patient's head, as 
well as he was able. Then, with one fide o 


they effected, laying him upon the path. 
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Upon this he folded up his handkerchief in 


his waiſtcoat, doubled in its length, he made the 
bandage faſt by the aſſiſtance of his garter, 
After this, he bade Jobn help him to remove 
his patient from the road way ; which togethe 


And what, fir, are we now to do? ſaid John, 

EpwArD. Why you muſt gallop to the 
neareſt village, and bring hither = one whe 
will take upon him td conduct the poor old 
gentleman in ſafety to a farm-houſe. I wil 
pay him for his trouble, and ſtay here till yo 
come back with ſome aiſiſtance. 

Joyun. God forbid I ſhould obey you, fir! 
No. No. Leave you alone in ſuch a loneſom 
place ? My maſter never would forgive me. 

' EpwaRD. I take every thing upon myſelf, 
and order you to do what I have bid you. 

Joux. Well, fir, if the caſe be ſo, I have nc 
anſwer: but remember ' 

EDpwaRD. Yes, I will remember every 
thing. Set out. 

John galloped off as faſt as he was able, and 
had not rode far before he reached a cottage, 


where two men were making baſkets, with theu Er 
wives and children. He made up that momente h 
to the door, and opening it, addreſſed the mai; 
ter of the cottage, begging he would come to villas 


the aſſiſtance et a gentleman, whoſe horſe had 
flung him in the road, and left him there hall 
4 dead. 
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lead, The maſter ſeemed at firſt unwilling to go 


chief in 


cad, aut in ſuch a foggy night. But wrought upon at 
Gde felt by John's entreaties, went to geta kind of 
ade theRart, with which, attended by his eldeſt ſon, he 


ollowed John. 

The pitying-hearted Edward had not quitted 
n the interim tho poor old man a moment; but 
y dint of his endeavours for that purpoſe, by 
legrees had brought him to his ſenſes. 


garter, 
remove 


ogethe 


"om May I aſk, fir, who you are? ſaid Edward, 
* 1 he firſt moment he obſerved the wounded per- 
or on was recovering; and by what misfortune 


ou are brought into this diſmal ſtate. 

My name 1s Hamilton, replied the gentleman, 
ut in a low and trembling voice. I left my 
ouſe on horſeback, for the Lovell and pleaſure 


J wil 
ll yo 


* ſr pr an airing; but my horſe fell down, and 
OE hrew me. In my fall I came againſt a ſtone: 
” u tried, as I remember, to get up. The pain I 
NY Welt, together with my rent old age, and the 
| aft quantity of blood I loſt, occaſioned me to 
ave nqfall again quite ſenſeleſs. 'I remember nothing 

x of what happened afterward, But you, dear, 
Ver /WMlovely, little gentleman, that ſeem ſo ſenfible of 
; my misfortune, 1s it you then that have thus 
aua vound up my head, and faved me from inevitable 
tage death ? | | a 
| theit EpwarD. Yes, yes, fir: it was I that had 
0c ithe happineſs of ſerving you. I had juſt now a 
ma- . 8 . 

footman with me, but have ſent himto the neareſt 

TT F village for aſſiſtance, ſuch as cannot but be 
” Hal : 10D 3 much '_ 


dead; 


\ 
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much more uſeful to you in your preſent ſtate 
than mine. | | 

The GENTLEMAN». What, have you had 
the courage to ſtay by me, notwithſtanding the 
obſcurity and loneſomeneſs? So young, and 


yet fo bountiful! What gratitude do I not owe 


you * | 

Epwarp. None, fir. I have only done J. 
my duty; aud provided J can be of farther ſer- E 
vice to you, ſhall account myſelf too bappy. Go 


This ſhort converſation was cut ſhort by tell 
John's arrival with the baſketmaker and his neu 
ſon. They laid the gentleman along upon a eat) 
mattraſs they had brought by John's direction al 
with them in the cart, Whatever care the Go. 


owner of the vehicle could take to drive him J 
fately, ſtill its joltings hurt the wounded perſon Pap 
greatly, and at laſt he fell into a ſwoon again. con 

This grieved the little Edward's feeling mind; . 


and yet he could not remedy the grievance. Th 
John had got his horſe to lead, while he him- rea. 
ielf walked on in ſilence by the carriage, paid 1 
all poſſible attention to his patient, and did wh 
uy thing he could to bring him once more to He 


his ſenſes. Having reached a farm houſe, he 
ſent inſtantly the baſket-maker's ſon upon his a l 
horſe to fetch a ſurgeon. hir 

John however, uſed, on this occaſion, though TI 
to no one purpoſe, all the rhetoric that might, gre 


he thought, prevail on his young maſter to go Wa 
home, by repreſenting to him the diſtreſs he ha 
. Cauſed his parents. tin 
5 EDWARD. 
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EpwAarD. Would you have me leave 
the gentleman to die, then, in the hand 
of a. You obſerve he ſtill continues 
ſenſeleſs. Were I now to quit him, of what 


uſe ſhould I have been by what 1 have already 


done? No, no: I am reſolved to paſs the night 


beſide him. | 


Jonx. Is it poſſible ? what ſay you, fir ? 

Epwarr. My reſolution is already taken. 
Go then home yourſelf, as faſt as poſſible, and 
tell your maſter what has happened; fo that 
neither he nor my mama may any longer be un- 
ealy upon my account. Inform them, I ſhall 
wait their orders here to-morrow morning. 
Go. | | 

Jonx. Not I, fir; pray excuſe me. Your 
papa would give me a — welcome, were I to 
come home without you! 
EDWwARD. That muſt be the caſe, however. 
Therefore; once more, loſe no time: It 1s al- 
ready night : and they are 2 alarmed. 

John ſaw it was loſt labour to find fault with 
what he called the imprudence of his maſter, 
He was forced to leave him. 

Edward, you may naturally think, was now 
a little at his eaſe in the idea of our hearing from 
him: but a new embarraſſinent was to enſue. 
The fog went on increafing, and the night 
grew darker. John, bewildered in a wood he 
was to paſs through, loſt his way; and after 
having gone in twenty different directions to 


find out the road again, was in the end com- 


pelled, 


/ 


1 
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pelled, though much againſt his inclination, to 
take up with ſuch a lodging as the wood af- 
forded, and leave us at home all night a prey to 
diſmal apprehenſions. The poor lad, when he 
arrived this morning, was quite overcome with 
cold, fatigue, and hunger. Notwithſtanding 
his impatience to inform us that his little maſter 
had not met with any accident, he trembled at 
the thought of coming in to Mr. Grandiſon ; 
and fancied his diſmiſſion was the leaſt he could 
expect. I cannot, therefore, tell you what was 
his ſurpriſe, when, after the recital of his tale, 
he heard his maſter thus expreſs himſelf :— 
Thank God that gave me ſuch a ſon! And you 
too, John, have acted very properly. Here is a 
guinea to reward = for the uneaſy night you 
ſuffered. Go, refreſh yourſelf ; and take a lit- 
tle reſt, that you may ſoon be able to return. I 
do not blame your maſter for the anxiety he has 
occaſioned us, He took the only way he could 
to make us eaſy. | 

But what 5 will not my dear Edward 
undergo, when he is told by John how much we 
ſuffered for his ſake all night, while he was ab- 
ſent, and no tidings of him? John is now ſet 
out N I ſaw his maſter put into his hand 
a purſe of money, doubtleſs to provide what- 
ever the poor wounded gentleman may want. 
J long to learn if he be dead or living, and 
have hopes I ſhall be able ſoon to let you know. 
Farewel, my dear mama; and let me have your 
; bleſſing 


7 left 
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lefling. Bleſs too my dear Edward for his 
courage and humanity. 


VII. 


Sept. 6. Tao o'clock. 
EDWARD is at length come home, quite 


ſafe, and in the higheſt ſpirits, dear mama, 
How gladly did I not embrace him, He ap- 
peared to me, in ſome ſort, as an Angel; or at 
leaſt that good Samaritan whoſe ſtory was the 
firſt I read, if you remember, after I had learned 
my letters. Thanks to Edward's care; the 
gentleman is better ; and his wound will very 
ſoon be cured, | 
Though Edward had been from us for the 
ſpace of nearly thirty hours, yet he returned 
much ſooner than expected. Miſs Clarifla was 
the firſt that ſaw him ; when ſhe gave a cry of 
tranſport: Edward! Edward! and ran down 
into the yard to meet him. They came in em- 
bracing one another. Edward quitted her, that 
he might fly into the arms of his tranſported 
parents. 1 ſhall here conclude with putting 
down the dialogue that paſſed between them; 
which J can do, as I fancy, word for word, fince 
I ſhall never my life through forget it. 
Enpwarp. Can you pardon me, dear pa- 
rents, for the unwilling crime of cauſing you fo 
much uncaſineſs, as that John told me you had 
r 7M \ 
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Mr. GranDiscN. Can we pardon you! 
Come rather into both our arms; and let us 
preſs you to our hearts a thouſand, and a thou- 
ſand times to that. You have fulfilled your 
duty to a fellow-creature ; and without forget- 
ting what you thought our due. I did not 
think, for my part, and your mother too muſt 
feel the ſame, I could have loved you more 
than formerly: but how was I deceived ! 

EpwarD. Dear fir, your goodneſs over- 
whelms me. . 

Mr. Gxanpis0N,. Let us talk no more of 
that. How fared your patient when you left 


him? 


EpwarD. Better, better a good deal. He 
had a little of his weakneſs ſtill remaining; 
but the ſurgeon told me that his wound would 
ſoon be cured. . 

Mrs. Gxanpison. Does he continue in the 
farm-houſe you firſt had him to? and will they 
take care of him? 3 

EpwARD. Oh, mama, dont be afraid. His 
ſon is with him; for as ſoon as he informed 
me where he lived, I ſent to tell his family 
what accident had happened ; and his eldeſt ſon 
came ſhortly after. What delight did 1t not 

ive me that I had it in my power to put a ſuf- 
* father, as I did, into the hands of one he 


loved ſo much! 


Mr. GRAN DISON. And is he in ſueh cir- 
cumſtances as to get himſelf what his condition 
renders needful ? 
EDWARD. 


merc 
While 
ſhut 
you, 
E1 
afrai 


ſhow 
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Epwanp. Yes, papa, thank God, he has 
enough for that : and here I bring you back 
your purſe with all you ſent me in it. I had 
no occaſion to employ a ſingle guinea. 

Mr. GRAN DIsoN. Well then, it is all your 
own. 

Epwan Dp. My own? | ha 
| muſt Mr. GRAN DISsOoN. Yes, Edward. I beſtow 
it on you as a token of my ſatisfaction. I am 
ſure you will not put your hand into it, other- 
wiſe than to employ what it contains to ſome 
good purpoſe : always be that character of 
" Wnercy and compaſſion you were yeſterday ; and 
U left while the hearts of other men are hardened. to 
ſhut out the miſery of their brethren, be not 
Wy ou, although a child, like any ſuch. | 
EDwARD. Oh, fir, what ſhall I ſay? I was 
vould afraid you would be angry with me, and you 
ſhow yourſelf ſo kind! 

n the Mrs. GRAN DIsoN. But how, dear Edward, 
were you off in ſuch a miſerable farm houſe, as 
John told me you had got your patient into ? 
EpwaArD. I aſſure you, dear mama, I did 
rmed not think a moment of the place in which I was, 


mily My whole attention was employed upon the 


poor old gentleman, who, I was very much 
not Matraid, would die. 
Mrs. GRAN DIsoN. You did not fleep a 
e he wink then all night long ? 

EpwaR p. I had procured ſome ſtraw, by way 
d. of bed, and got it littered'for me, by the gentle- 
on nan: but your uncaſineſs, together with my 


. 


friend, 
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friend, my ſiſter, and my brothers, which ! 
knew I could not but occaſion, and my ceaſe- 
leſs fears reſpecting the poor man: all theſe to- 
gether hindered me from ſleeping. Oh, if any 
one had told me, yeſterday, before I left you, 
you were ſoon to be a whole night through 
without the poſſibility of knowing what had 
happened to prevent my going home, how 
much would not my mind have ſuffered ! 

Mrs. GRAN DIsoN. Come, dear Edward, 
once more, to my arms, and let me claſp you to 
my boſom. But I will not now indulge myſelf 
with liſtening to you, when you ſtand in need 
. os Go therefore, and lay down upon the 
od. |: | 

It was with ſome reluctance Edward left the 
room, and I attended him. How happy, as he 
went up ſtairs, ſaid he, and ſqueezed my hand, 
do ] not feel myſelf that my behaviour is ſo much 
approved at home: for notwithſtanding all the 
pleaſure I received from ſerving the poor invalid, 
1 ſhould not have conſoled my ſelf if I had made 
my parents angry with me. 

Dear and worthy little friend, cried I, and 
that was all J had it in my power to ſay, My 
eyes were full of tears. I ſobbed, and could 
not find it in my heart to let him go: but 
claſped him twenty times, and cloſer every time 
than that before. How ſweet it is to be poſſeſſed 
of ſuch a friend! and what enjoyment does not 
ſenſibility beſtow ! But why, madam, was I thus 
melted into tears? I know the wounded man was 

3 nothing 


noth! 
keep 
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nothing in the world to me ; and yet I could not, 
keep from weeping. 


VIII. 
Sept. 12th, 1787. 
Dear LITTLE GENTLEMAN, 


YOUR good mama, no earlier than this 
morning, ſhowed me thoſe pathetic letters you 
wrote lately to her: as the knew what pleaſure 
I received from contemplating thoſe emotions 
that enſue within the boſoms of ingenuous chil- 
dren. A long intercourſe with ſuch as, when I 
knew them, were or are at preſent in the ſpring- 
tide of their life, has given me this aptitude to 
pleaſure in their company; and the peruſal of 
your letters was a ſort of ſubſtitute for;company 
with ſuch a generous little fellow, as your ſtyle 
convinces me you are, 

At the concluſion of your correſpondence, on 
the ſubjeR of the wounded gentleman, you alk 
why you Were melted into tears, at the relation 
of your little friend ; when, in reality, the 
wounded man was nothing to you ; notwith- 
ſtanding which, you ſay you could not keep 
from weeping ? Tis this queſtion which I take 
it you would wiſh to have reſolved, that gives 
occaſion to my preſent letter. And I anſwer 
from a book, in which there ſeems to be an un- 

| 10 E. A digeſted 
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digeſted heap of ſenſibility and folly, that you 
melted into tears, becauſe, like Edward, you 
are a good- natured ſoul. | a 
Indulge then in theſe tears, on all occafions, 
when you ſee or hear of ſuffering human na- 
ture. They are ſweet; and God be praiſed, 
that while a hundred vices ſtrengthen with old 
age 1n the corrupt, this virtue, ſhown in tears, 
poured out upon misfortunes, no leſs ſtrengthens 
with old age in every human being that loves 
mercy. I will tell you, my good little man, 
what very lately made me weep, though I am 
now no longer young. 3 
I paſſed a public houſe one Sunday at a place 
called Kingſland, where a friendleſs boy was 
fitting on a bench before the door; to whom 
the people of the houſe had juſt before been 
giving ſome ſtale meat and bread ; and which 
he was devouring with a famiſhed appetite z 
his very eyes ſeemed hungry. You eat hear- 
tily, ſaid I, my poor dear boy; for I had 
ſtopped to ſee him. Yes, fir, I may well do ſo, 
replied the child of miſery ; for this is the 
firſt victuals I have had fince yeſterday at 
noon ; and it was thon near two o'clock. But 
who will give you any drink? continued I. 
Oh, as for drink, ſir, anſwered he, a little water 
will do very well, No, not while I have beer 
to give you, ſaid a labouring man, who had but 
Juſt before the poor boy's anſwer come out of 
the public heh, and had a pot of porter in his 
hand, which he was going home wth to regale 
| * , his 
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his needy family.—Enjoy the recompence you 
merit for ſuch charity, bleſſed child of pity. He 
that promiſes a ſure reward for ſuch as even give 
2 cup of water from the ſpring to cheer the 
fainting frame of a diſciple, ſhall not overlook 
your ſympathy and fellow feeling. Such a ge- 
nerous action did not need to be performed in 
ſecret, that it might have all the merit of a ſa- 
— -.* | 

Dear little gentleman, amidſt the triumphs of 
your ſenſibility, for ſo I call that ſympathy you 
have diſplayed m favour of the unhappy, ſome- 
times think of this unhappy boy, concerning 
whom I have informed you. He was much too 
young that he could poſſibly have merited: his 
fituation by his crimes. He was the victim of 
his parents? cruelty, who had deſerted him. 

Judge if, inſtructed by the noble deed of this 
poor man, I only looked upon the party want- 
ing charity, or him that gave it, and paſſed by 
upon the other fide, | | 

You need no leſſon on the virtues of a gene- 
rous heart: and therefore, I conclude this letter 
with aſſuring you, I am, 

The admirer of that virtue you 
have ſhown ; and in the real 
meaning of the word, 

Vour friend and ſervant, 


M. A. M. 
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T* the 49 1ſt number of the Spectator, there 
is a ſtory to the following purport, that a 


of a lady, whoſe huſband lay at that time under 
condemnation for a ſtate-offence; that when 
ſne applied in his behalf, the governor diſeloſed 
thoſe terms on which alone a pardon could be 
procured ; that on her revealing this overture 
to her huſband, his fears induced him to per- 
ſuade her, though indeed obliquely, to preſerve 
him ; that a miſtaking tenderneſs added weight 
to thoſe perſuaſions, and brought about the go- 
vernor's gratification; that notwithſtanding 
this, he ordered the ſentence to be executed; 
and that in revenge, ſhe appealed to the then 
duke of Burgundy, and obtained the foliowing 
redreſs : That her ſeducer ſhould marry her, 
and fign a gift of his whole eſtate to her after 


certain governor was captivated with the beauty 


his 


piece 
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bis deceaſe : upon which, to ſecure her in the 
quiet poſſeſſion of the bequeſt, he commanded 
the governor's immediate execution. 

Such are the circumſtances of the ſtory : how 
far the. editor of this work has deviated from 
them to produce the following petite piece will 
appear in the ſequel, which is a mitffllany of 
poetry and proſe, The alterations he has in- 
troduced muſt be aſcribed to the following con- 
iderations :. 1ſt, It is ſhocking to nature that a 
huſband ſhould propound for ſafety by the vio- 
lation of his wite's honour : 2dly, The repara- 
tion extorted from the governor by the duke is 
fpecious ; and laſtly, the wife's acceptance of 
that reparation is inconſiſtent with the love ſhe 
had ſhown her huſband, | 

Theſe remarks being made, the piece begins. 

Albert, commandant of Padua, baving fix'd 
his eyes upon Emilia, the wife of him alluded 
10, reſolves to gratify that paſſion her uncom- 
mon beauty had excited in his heart. Emilia, 
who, 'tis natural to ſuppoſe, would intereſt her- 
felf in favour of the huſband, had already waited 
on the governor more than once, and from time 
io time obtained a reſpite for him, while the 
governor was bringing his device upon Emilia 
ro maturity. At the commencement of this 
piece we muſt ſuppoſe Emilia, after having 
gained two reſpites for her huſband, waits a third 
time on the governor, as that laſt granted would 
expire upon the following day. A ſervant had an- 
nounced her; and a villain, called Sebaſtian, 
10 E 3 mul ti- 
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multitudes of whom are to be found in Italy, 
whom Albert had affociated to him for advice 1n 
* ſuch a ſituation, had juſt left him, after hav- 
ing given the counſel which the piece will 
ſhow his maſter puts in execution. 
Albert, ſpeaking to the ſervant, bids him 
ſend Emilia in; and adds, in a ſoliloq uy, 


Night ſteals upon the world ; 


And her attendant guilt creeps from his cave, 
Ranging o'er halt the globe. Bethink this, 


Albert, 
Ere, Tarquin like, thou wound the ſpotleſs 
. honour 
Thou canſt not but adore. Weak ſcruples, 
hence! | 


Emilia is my heaven; and I, by ſtriving 
Thus to poſſeſs the treaſure of her beauty, 
Seck only how I may avoid that hell 
Join'd to the fair one's. loſs. No more ; ſhe 
comes, 
EmMILIA {coming in.) Honour and health at- 
tend the noble Albert! 
ALBERT, Thanks for thy wiſh ! Why com'ſt 
thou, fair one, hither ? 
EulLIA. To plead for my poor huſband; 
and again | | 
Hear Albert bid me hope. | 
ALBERT (@fide.) Why, why 1s this? 
Does not the luſtre of her eye convert 
Darkneſs to light ? What kind of guilt's then 
mine, 


That 


then 


That 
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That it courts day! aſſociates with the ſun! 
And to the bright ſuffuſion of his beams 
Turns its broad ſwarthy front! 
Emilia. What fays your honour ? 
ALBERT. Nothing but what already I have 
told you. | 
It is not I, Emilia, but the law 
That takes your huſband's life. 
ExtILIA. Therefpre I come, 
Not ſuppliant to thoſe laws, but to that mere 
With which, if you are fraught, well worthy 
are you | | 
Of the great power you hold. 
ALBERT. No more, Emilia. 
EMIL1A. In kneeling to you for my huſ- 
band?s life, | 
To mercy I appeal; and truſt me, Albert, 
Compaſſion is an incenſe that mounts higher 
Than ever juſtice did. 
ALBERT (afide.) I'll ſpeak at once. 
EMILIA. I would you were a woman; and 
knew onl 
What ſorrows 1 muſt feel. Good, good, my 
lord ; [2 
See where I kneel. Reverſe the doom of death 
That's on my huſband paſt. His crime is ſmall ; 
And many a one there 1s that lives in honour 
Deeper in guilt than he. Then ſpare him, 
ſpare him, | 
Tho“ only to repent. 
Ar BERT. Why do you aſk 
What I will never grant? Nay, if I would, 
at 
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What is not in my power? Be fatisfied. 
Emiria. No; but be you much rather 
merciful, 2 hl 
And twere far eaſier for you to ſhow pity, 
When 5 the law's ſtern frown you might de- 
roy, 
Than for = Albert, to be ſatisfied, 
Torn from my huſband's arms. 
ALBERT, Have done; have done. 

You do but pray in vain : he dies to-morrow. 
EMILIA (Going.) Then grant me patience, 
heaven! Long live your honour. 

ALBERT. Where are you going ? 
EMILIA,, Firſt, to ſee my huſband : 
Where next, I know not yet. 
ALBERT (Aſide.) Her tears inflame 
The heat of my deſires.— What grief is this 
That it ſubdues all pity in my breaſt, 
And ſtirs the ſenſe alone ! 
EMILIA (Still going.) Long live you happy. 
ALBERT. What, = a — Not — 
leave behind you, 
For your poor huſband's life? 
EulLIA. I muſt not hope it. 
ALBERT. Had I on this fide death a gem 
| ſo dear 
As Julio is to you, when I, to fave him, 
Came with my earneſt prayers, denial ſhould 
not | 
Deter me from my theme. I would purſue it. 
Nor on weak words reſt all my hopes of gaining 


What I deſir'd, I would do ſomething likewiſe, 


EMI- 
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EMILIA. What can I do, alas? 
ALBERT. Is it my fault | 
If he ſhovld find a grave? But you will ſay, 
I've told you I am fix'd, I have ; but this 
Being cruelty in me, you too are cruel 
Taking me at my word, 
EMILIA. Oh, ſpeak again 
Theſe accents of reproof. They're mufic to 
me. 
ALBERT. Then to diſmiſs your ſorrows, 
know, Emilia, 
There 1s ſtill one way left you ; which pur- 
ſuing, 
Your huſband's life is ſafe, 
plainly; | 
Since I well know the ardent love you bear him, 
Will (or you are not worth a thought) draw 
from you 
All you poſſeſs; no matter what its value. 
He is much dearer ſtill. What I would mean 
Is—(tor I pity you, and pity Julio) 
Is—{( Ade. ) How ſhall I find words to ſpeak it? 
EMiria. Wherefore pauſes Albert? 
Al BERT. You have beauty. 
And to fpeak plainly, know, 1 love; yes, love 
ou. 
1 l. Love me! 
ALBERT. And to your arms, the forfeit 
ulio } 
I will 3 if you to- night vouchſafe 
The thing I would not name. 
EMILIA. I have no anſuer. 


I will ſpeak 


Ar 
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ALBERT. By heaven, I ſwear I will; and 


thus, Emilia, x 
Thus let me ſeal my vow. 

Emilia. Monſter, avaunt! 

. Compaſſion now I ſcorn, Mercy from thee 
Can only prove a curſe. 

ALBERT. Comes it to this? | 
Then hear me out; and if that thing, your ſex 
Call modeſty, a falſe, tho? boaſted virtue, 

Will ſuffer you, be wiſe : Either conſent 

To yield that treaſure up I am ſo ſet on, 

Or by my foul he dies. The world itſelf 
Shall not extend his life beyond the morning, 


If with your beauty you refuſe to bleſs me, 
Therefore look to't, Go to him; I have 


{worn it. 
EMILIA. Then muſt he die. 
ALBERT (Returning.) Another thing take 
| heed of. 


Poſſeſs no creature living with this ſecret, _ 
If you regard your huſband's life and ſafety, 
Which yet you may obtain. If J once hear 
(Tho' many ways I have to render harmleſs 
The ſcandal of report) you have divulg'd 
The tale of my diſhonour, be afſur'd 1 
That moment 1s his laſt, Once more look 
to if, - 
Albert upon this went off to have ſome con- 
verſation with Sebaſtian; and Emilia haſtened 
to the priſon, where her huſband all the while 
was anxiouſly expecting her return from Albert. 
Julio manifeſts a great unwillingneſs to = 
ut 
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but will not think of being ſaved at the expence 

of his beloved ſpouſe's honour. At this mo- 

ment they perceive Sebaſtian enter with a letter, 

wrote, it ſeems, upon his villainous ſuggeſtion. 
Entering with the letter in his hand, he fays : 

| Your pardon for this ſudden interruption. 

Something I bring of moment from Lord Al- 


bert, 
Which will rejoice you both: Read and be 
happy. 


* having read the paper, throws it from 
her, ſay ing: | 
Back to the wretch thou ſery*ſt ; and let him 
know 
His threat'nings are in vain, We'll die toge- 
„ 
Sebaſtian, with a ſhow of great ſurpriſe, takes 
up the paper and pretends to read it, while Emi- 
ha tells her huſband, that the governor com- 
mands her to be ſpeedy in determining ; or at 
_ hour of midnight Julio ſhall be dragged to 
eath, 
Remorſeleſs villain! (anfavers Fulio.) 
What gets he by this threat ? Thinks he to 
Ba. | 
When bo conceives I ſhall perſuade thy ſinning, 
Compliance from my fears? Could he even add 
Years to my natural life, his cruel mercy 
I would diſdain, in tenderneſs of that 
Much dearer to my ſoul. I mean thy honour. 
Sebaſtian, in the proſecution of his deep-laid 
ſcheme, now interferes, and ſays ; — 
ar 
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Hear me, wrong'd lady; I diſclaim all know- Ju 
ledge | 
Of this vile p:per. My unfortunate ſtars SE 
Have planted me near Albert, whom I now 
Have equal cauſe with you to call a villain, 
His ſervant not his friend. Had I but known 
The bufineſs of this note, which I conceiv'd” 
Another welcome reſpite, theſe my arme 
Should have firſt rotted off, e'er they had thus 
nſulted your diſtreſs, 
EuTLIA. It may be fo, þ 
SEBASTIAN. It you diſtruſt me, I here 
bind myſelf 
To venge you on his head; and nothing elſe 


Aſk as a recompenle, but what J merit: mu 
Thanks of you both: for your own ſafety will Wer 
Your ſecreſy inſure, E. 
EMIL IA. There is no way, — 

J tear, to our redreſs. | | * 
SEBASTIAN (70 Julio.) Know you of any? 80 
Jurio. Did but the duke — 15 
SEBASTIAN. Nay, nay; you muſt not B | 
think 85 
One moment of the duke. You have no wit- B * 
neſs ; ein 
Nothing but this, which may not be his writing. E 
Where's then your cauſe, my friend? Beſides, | 
Lord Albert, Tha 
High as the duke has placed him, would gain er 

5 eredit 


Saying it is not ſo. Tell me this only, 
It he ſhould urge your letter has been forg'd, 
How would you prove it his ? JuLio 


* 
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JuL1o (embracing Emilia.) Oh, how, in- 
deed ? | 
SEBASTIAN. This is improper now. (Pau/- 
ing) I have a thought 
Juſt come acroſs my brain, Let me intreat 
you (to Julio) 
Leave us alone awhile. Aſk me not why, 
Leſt you ſpoil all.—I have no honeſty, 
Unleſs I ſerve you here. Go in, delay not. 
Julio (going out.) Her honour being un- 
ſpotted, you ſhall find me 
Willing to ive. _ 
SEBASTIAN, He loves you much: and 
therefore, 
Tell me, it is a queſtion of much moment, 
Were it a ſin on any terms to ſave him? 
EMILIA. Save him: but how ? | 
SEBASTIAN., I mean, that heaven, Emilia, 
Muſt be too good, with puniſhment to follow 
So merciful a fin; if fin you think it, 


> 
"I Saving your huſband's lite. 
1 EMILIA. I would die for him: 
But wherefore kill my ſoul ? 
wo. SEBASTIAN. You do not kill it, 
Being, as you are, compell'd to the tranſgreſ- 
iting. E _— 
ſides MIL IA. Hence from my boſom, ye unhal- 
5 low'd thoughts 8 
| gain That to temptation lead, —A life preſerv'd 


And lengthen'd by my ſhame, were hateful to 


him. 
10 F Had 
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Had he deſir'd to live, why did he not 
Perſuade me to the deed ? | 

SEBASTIAN. You judge not well. 

There 1s no man that holds ſo light his honour 

As to proceed fo far: tho' where is he, 

Who would not thank his being's kind pre- 
ſerver, _ ; 

Taking her gift with joy, if the conditions 

Ne'er could be known? Do but ſuppoſe that 

= ulio . - 

Were 7 your place, Would yoy not take 
with joy, # 

The lite ſhe might preſerve, b 4 (a ſlip 

Call it at moſt) which, to — * e her to 

Yourſelf breath'd not a word? 

EulILIA. My huſband, fir, | 
As every huſband ſhould be, heaven firſt made 
Protector of my honour : and if he 
Give up his lite by choice, my duty tells me, 
On terms of ſhame, I ought not to preſerve it. 

SEBASTIAN. This argues virtue in you; 

but ſuch virtue 
As carries you too far, How, if he found 
That to redeem his life, you had deſpis'd 
A jewel beyond price, would he not ſtand 
Bound to your love? Alas, it is thro* friendſhip 
I ſhow this zcal for you, I would not have 
Two creatures caſt away. 


EmMmiLIa. Tempt me no more, Th 
SEBASTIAN. I tempt you for your good; E 
Beſides, think, lady, lſe 


That Julio for his ſoul-ſo much he loves you, Fal 
Could 


* 
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Could not reveal his wiſh. He could not ſay, 

Loſe — for my gain. Oh, will you 
then | 

Come ſhort of him in love ? Have pity on him, 

Leſt in the pangs of an untimely death, 

His diſcontented ſoul complain that Albert 

4 more inclin'd to ſave him than Emilia. 

MIILA (after a pauſe.) To err upon com- 

pulſion; ad aud | F 

Of our own will, are crimes ; but yet, I hope, 

Crimes of no kin. 

SEBASTIAN. I'm glad to ſee you coming. 
What you ſhall do to fave your huſband's life, 
Weigh'd with all other crimes, loſes the name 
And property of fin. . 

EuILIA. If it were fo—— _ 

SEBASTIAN. Then too, revenge? If h 

muſt die, Emilia, 
Where wilt thou ggin redreſs. Shall Albert 
triumph ES. 
Unpuniſh'd in this act. Nay more, what virtue 
Shall ſcreen thee from his power. Who knows 
what arts 

The monſter may employ, what mighty engines 

Put into uſe, if bent upon enjoyment 

Thy beauty urge him ſtill. If it be to, 

Think then, as thou muſt ſurely fall before 
them, 

Thy virtue's loſt in vain. 

EMILIA. Thou haſt wak'd my fears. 

I ſee the danger now! Final deſtruction 

Fall on his head. I am at laſt perſuaded. 

| 10 F 2 \ SEBAS»= 
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SEBASTIAN. This now is as it ſhould be; 
and I'm happy | 

All ſhall go well. I will call in your huſband, 
But, to conceal your pious reſolution, 
Say as I ſay. 

EMILIA. I ſhall obey your counſel. 

Julio being no called in, Sebaſtian bids him 
wait till midnight, when his mind affures him of 
another pardon ; and Emilia ſolemnly proteſts 
ſhe will not ſuffer any violation of her honour 
to preſerve his life, however ſhe may think it 
precious; upon which they part. Emilia, with 
Sebaſtian, go to Albert, who is waiting the ſuc - 
ceſs of that infernal ſeheme ſuggeſted by Sebaſ- 
tian: and thus venting his conceptions in ſuch 
terms as are too frequently the argument of 


criminals, he ſays: ' 
There was a time once, when a woman's 
tears 


Would have ſubdu'd my nature to ru 
Upon the piteous cauſe. Why am I then 
So utterly transformed? Can the fallen angel 
Mate with a cherub? Who denies it, let him 
Look but on me, who from another's goodneſs 
Loſt to all good myſelf, can reap no leſſon, 
Save that the thing I covet, in her beauty, 
Sets more my ſenſe in flame: for, oh, Emilia, 
Hear not the winds this truth, but tis thy virtue 
Hcigbtens thoſe charms, which make my long- 

ing foul 2 
Sick for enjoyment, Had the fiend who lays 
Temptation in my way, perverted firſt 
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Thy footſteps from the path of female honour, 
Thou wert not worth purſuit, —Here comes my 
villain. | 

Albert meant Sebaſtian, who was now come 
in with information that Emilia had conſented 
to his wiſh, and was attending on his pleaſure. 
Albert, overjoyed on this, would have Giſpatched 
a pardon to the jail; but that Sebaſtian, like a 
thorough-pac'd aſſaſſin as he was, convinced 
him, after ſome few conſcientious ſtuggles on 
the part of Albert, that his ſafety ſtipulated for 
the huſband's death. Sebaſtian therefore 1s ſent 
off with Albert's warrant to the provoſt for his 
inſtant execution ; and the governor withdraws 
to paſs an hour of dalliance with Emilia. | 

Julio in the interim is brought from priſon, 
follow'd by a croud; with which, Sebaſlian 
mixes to accompliſh his nefarious purpoſes. 
The malefactor being diſappointed of another 
meeting with Emilia, and ſuſpe&ting Albert's 
treachery, beſpeaks the Friar, who is with him, 
to adminiſter advice and ghoſtly comfort, in the 
following terms: Wis | 
Good father, hear me. ; 

FxIAR. Patience, my ſon, Speak not; for 

you mult die, 5 
Julio. Heaven, you are juſt: if thus my 
fins you viſit, | | 

Shall Albert *ſcape your wrath ? 

A SpECTATOR (to Sehaftian,) How's that? 

nn, 


- 
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SEBASTIAN. Marry, fir, this : he hath of 


Aate in priſon, | 
(Which, to deal charitably with the offender, 
I muſt believe the conſequence of madneſs, ) 
Glanc'd at the governor, accus'd his honour. 
Of tampering with the virtue of his wife; 
And, the delirious fit ſtill ſtrong upon him, 

Is railing at him now. | 
SPECTATOR, Why ſhould he ſo? 
Jur1o. How dreadfully that bell tolls! Hear 
me, heaven; 
Sleep not upon my wrongs ; but of your ven- 
geance 
Let Albert bear his part. Upon my knees 
I make it my laſt prayer. 
FxIAR. Prophanc and impious ! 
ProvosT. not offended. If tis madneſs 
in him, 
As I believe it is, your pious cenſures 
Fall to the ground, —Headiman, a word with 
| ou. 
4 oY A likely ſtory! Has the wor- 
thy governor 
No more deſerv'd than to be thus ill treated 
By an aſſuſſin's 1 who, ſuffering juſtly, 
Speaks what he liſts ? | 

SPECTATOR, If he be mad, the fault 
Pardons itſelf. Will you walk on, or tarry 
Here in the preſs ? 

SEBASTIAN. A moment, and I follow. 
ULIO, Is there no friend? no pity ? no 


compaſſion? 
Wretched 
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Wretched Emilia! little art thou conſcious _ 
Of this unhappy hour. How wilt thou weep, 
Root up thy hair, and ſmite upon thy boſom, - 
At thy return from Albert's loath'd embraces, 
Seeing me dead, ſtretch'd out a cor'ſe before 


thee, 
Senſeleſs and cold! What can deſcribe my 
wretchednels ; 


If, as too much I fear, by love directed, 
Thou haſt loſt that, which worlds could not have 
A urchas'd. 
Horrible thought! off, off, ye hindring fetters! 
That I may tear theſe limbs with very anguiſh, 
And to my heart dig deep a ſpacious paſſage, 
That, like a priſoner bound in ſome dark dun 
geon, | 
Pants to be free! 
FRIAR. Author of mercies, quickly 
Viſit this wretch with comfort, and adminiſter 
Peace to his heart. x 
Jurio. Weep to behold me, ſaid I ? 
Never. Oh, no. In bitterneſs of ſorrow, 
Will ſhe not rather (whilſt her ſharp upbraidings 
Reach even my grave, and make that bed un- 
. ealy,) 
Say this oe the cauſe, the accurſed cauſe 
Ot his wife's ſhame! What comfort will it 
bring her, 
That my conſent was wanting to her ruin ? 
Still have I been the cauſe. Will no one looſe 
me, . 
That with theſe deſperate hands, I W 
at 8 
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The region of my heart, and the poor martyr 
Pluck out at once ? for now I die by inches. 
FRIAR. Oh, diſmal period! Gracious hea- 
ven, reſtore him! 
JuL1o. Peace, father, peace! I am not mad, 
but miſerable : 
Would, would I were. 
SEBASTIAN (to | the Spectators What, ſirs, 
now judge you of him? 
FrIAR, The time of death draws nigh. 
Think how to meet it. 
4 Where is my wife? 
Rovos r. It grieves me; but Emilia 
Is no where to be found. 
Jor io. From Albert, fetch her: 
His purpoſe is fulfill'd; and I muſt ſee her. 
PRovosr. She went not back to Albert 
from the priſon. 
Jurio. Provoſt, ſhe did. You are all 
leagued againſt me. 
She's with him now. Good gods! what could 
induce me 
To part with her? I was deluded, forc'd 
Into the fatal ſtep, by one whom Albert 
Sent to deceive me. Curſes on my folly ! 
How could I let her go? 
ProvosT. Force him away. 
JurL10; Where is my wife! ? This inſtant 
bring her to me: 
See her, I will; I muſt: or by the hopes 
J entertain of bliſs, I will not die 
Unleſs you kill me here, : 
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Friar, Have patience. 
Jurio. Patience! : 
Hence with the word. I muſt, and will behold 
her, 
It you deny me, I will do, —I know not 
How far my rage and my _ may drive me, 
But I'll have vengeance. Bring her therefore 
| to me, | | 
Or by my ſoul's falvation, I will rather 
Suffer wild horſes to disjoint and tear me, 
Than kneel down to the block. 
Provosr. You muſt : you muſt, 
FrIAR., Son, as a father, to his child juſt 
lunging 
Into a pit, would run and ſnatch him from it ; 
So let me thec. This guilty raving ſilence, 
And on heaven's mercy call for inſtant —_— 
Jurio. Shall I not barely ſee her 
KIAR, Never; therefore | 
Arm you for death; and if you would find 
mercy 
In your laſt moments, cenſure not Lord Albert, 
Who is too good to fall into damnation 
By ſuch a horrid courſe, 
Jur10, Oh, father, father! 
Pity the woes I feel; and thou, Emilia, 
Lay not to my account thy loſs of honour, 
Loſt for my fake. Might but my death re- 
deem it, 
This head I would lay down, as on his pillow 
vinks the tir'd traveller when his bed receives 


him, 
And 
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And with the impatience of a bridegroom's 
wiſhes 4 : 
Chide the flow hour, and think death long aps», 
proaching. | 
ProvosT. On there. 
JuL1io. One moment more; and I obey 
I 
Provoſt, when I am dead, give thou this ring 
To my unhappy wife. Say when I ſent it, 
I was juſt going to make full atonement 
For the deep wrong which, but for me, had 
never 8 
Fallen on her ſpotleſs name. Tell her thefe 
eyes, 
Which, 5 ſhe here, ſne would behold now 
revitted 
Faſt to the earth, have ſhut bright day- light out, 
And cloſed themſelves in death. 
PrRovosT. This ſhall ſhe know. 
(Afide to the Friar) Bear with me, fir: I 
ſoothe him in his frenzy 
To a good end, 
Jux ro. From Padua too, this city, 
Where, as contracted in a narrower circle, 
Oprings every vice that grows in every climate, 
. Bid her be gone, Charge her with ſpeed to 
fl 
The public haunts of men ; devote her ſoul 
To heaven and prayer, in filence and retire- 
ment. 


Bid to all paſt delights a long farewel, 
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And ceaſe to mingle with a laughing world 
That ſcoff and jeer at virtue in misfortunes. 

The Provoſt having promiſed to inform 
Emilia of all this, the criminal ſubmits, and 
the proceſſion, as before, moves forward to the 
place of execution, where he ſuffers, 
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For the continuation of this flory, ſee that 
entitled, The Myſterious Ways of Provi- 
dence, in the next volume.) 
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*LE SAGE ENTEND 


A. DEMI-MOT. 


SCENE, A room up fairs. 


＋ 2 ELDER CommERCE (coming in and 
ſpeaking to a Frenchman.) This will be 
your room, fir, 

Mons1tur. Room? 

The ELDpER. Yes, fir : your chamber, your 


apartment. 
Mon» 


N J. J. more entertaining, all the 

of Monſieur ſhould have been written in a fort 

of broken Engliſh: but that circumftance would have af- 

orded a> improvement to the readers of this book, who 
q ta 
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Moxsizux. Ah, my chamber, or apart- 
ment. I ſhall eafily remember that. Room; 
chamber, or apartment, Very pretty, truly ! 

The ELDER. It will give me — ſir, 
if you have every thing you want, while with 
us. Yow received my ſon at Paris with ſuch 
kindneſs, that I cannot be too grateful for the 
favour. 

MoNSIEUR (taking out his pocket book) But 
for fear I ſhould forget, it will not be amiſs to 

ut it down on paper. Room, you fay, is cham- 
— or apartment? 

The . Yes, fir, 

MoxsIEUR. I am writing down the word, 

The ELER. You take a ſpecial method to 
learn Engliſh. 

MonsIlEUR, I recommended juſt the ſame, 
fir, to your ſon, when he was with us, 

The EL.ver, You did very <vell, I muſt ac- 
knowledge. 

Moxsizus. Well? 

The ELDpER. Yes, fir. 

MowSIlEUR, I did no well, fir, the whole 
time he was in Paris. 


take it up for their iaſtruction. It might poſſibly have 
made them ſmile a little. The bad Engliſh may be ea- 
lily ſupplied by the imagination; and the reader is te- 
queſted to attend particularly to the words in the italic 
character, throughout the dialogue; as they exemplify 
the foreigner's miſtakes, i 
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The EI DER. Pardon me. Vell means the 
ſame as properly, or bien, 

Mox<1tEvr. Ah, let me write thar down 
too. Well is bien. 

The ELDer, Yes, fir. 

Moxsikux. I thought, before I quitted 
Paris, I ſpoke Lnglith tolerably well ; but was 
miltaken, I now ſe 2. | 

The ELDER. Excuſe me. There are many 
that ſpeak worſe, and yet are ſaid to underſtand 
our language. 

Moxszeur. Ah, you compliment me. F 
am quite impatient till your ſon returns; for 
he, I fancy, knows my way of ſpeaking, 

The ELDtr. He will ſoon be here: he is 
but nine miles off, and I have ſent to fetch him. 

Moxs1»UR, Fetch? Is that the ſame as 
zell ? 

The EL DER. No. Fetch is chercher in your 
tongue. 

Moxstsux. That likewiſe I muſt write. 
Fetch; ; chercher. 

The EL DER. 1 requeſt, fir, you will think 
yourſelf at home, while you are here. When- 
ever you want any thing, you need but tell the 
ſervant who will get it you, 

Moxs1Evr. Get, fir, means — 

The EL DER. Let you have it. 

Moxstkux. What? So many words in 
one? I never could have thought it! Get, you 
tay, means /et me have iu 

"The Exver, Ves; fas e donner. 
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Moxs1Eur. I will put that down too. 
The ELökRx. You are in the right. 
Mos tEUunx. As long as I am in this coun- 


try, I will ſpeak all Engliſh, even when alone; 


that will teach me. 

The ELDER. So it will, fir. 

MonsltEuR, Vill? 

The ELver, Tes. Vill or muft. I faut. 

MoxsiEUR. Vill, as you ſay, is muſt? 

The ELDER. Yes ; either of the two will 
ſerve for at. 

MoNsIEUR, I am obliged to you. 

The ExpEx. Oblig'd? You joke, I fancy. 

MoNnsIEUR. Joke! Not I.—To joke is 1 
he merry, if I recollect ? 

The EL DER. It is fo. 


Mons1EUR, Yes, yes. I have written that 


a dozen times, or oftner, and you fee I am not 
merry. 

Rogiw (entering) There's a gentleman be» 
low, fir, wants to tee you. 

The ELDER. Good. Ill wait upon him in 
an inſtant. Here is pen and paper, if you want 
to write, fir; I will come again directly. 


MoxsfE Un, I ſhall entertain myſelf, while | 
you are abſent, with my notes. 


The ET DER. Whenever you want any 


thing, call Robin. 

Moxsikux. Robbing * Stay: T have that 
word, Yes, here: the lame as thieving, 

The ELDtr. No, fir. Robin is my ſer- 


rant ; this man here. 
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Moxs1tur. Is his name thieving ? 

The Erptr., Ah, ah, ah. No, Rodin, 
when it means a name, is quite a different word 
from robbing, or, as you ſay, thieving : but ano- 
ther time I will explain all that: and, in the 
mean time, fir, if you would ſend the ſervant 
out with any letter, or the like, ſay, where. 

Moxs1EUR (writing) Say where. 

The ELDtr. If you would wiſh to eat, ſay 
abhat. | 

MoxsiEUR (<vriting) Say what. 

The ELDpER. If you would have ſome wine 


or other drink, ſay /. 


Moxs1teur. Say %. 7% 

The ELDER. If you would take a liking 
to go out, ſay when. 

ONSIEUR, Say when, if I would take a 

lking to go out. Good. 

The ELDer. If you would go to bed, you 
need but ſay the hour. 

MonslEuR. The hour to go to bed. 


The ELDER, And likewiſe to get up. 
: IO That's comical! the tame for 
oth ? 


The ELDer. I hope my ſon will ſoon be 
here, that he may keep you company. 
MoxsiE UR. Oh, I dont want him for the 
preſent. I have now enough to do to ſtudy. 
The EI DER. Robin will remain 3 
You underſtand me, Robin? 
Rozry, Yes, fir. | 
The 


It, 5 
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my pocket book, go there, as well as where, So, 
ſtay a little; there it is. Go there, then. 

Rozin, Now I underſtand you; and will 
run and fend it, ſince I muſt not leave you. 
(Goes out.) 

Moxs1EurR. Very well. One ought to 
have a deal of patience with this ſervant, Wh 
they gave me ſuch a booby, I cant tell, The 
whole I know, is, that his want of apprehen- 
ſion has quite put me in a paſſon; and I want 
to drink, Without there! Robin! Robin! 
But he is not yet returned. Yes, here he 
comes; I hear him on the ſtair cafe. 

, RosiN (entering.) I have ſent your letter, 
r 


MoxslEUR. Thats well, but %. 
Robin. So? 3 
Moxsikux. Yes, yes. So, I fay. 
Ronin. 07 ↄ MQ 
Moxsikux, I dont want what ; but /o. 
Ropin. So? fo? I dont know what you 
mean, Say what, 
Moxs1tEvr. I want no what, I tell you. 
I want nothing elſe than /. | 
Ronin, I cannot underſtand you. 
MonsrtEUR. Plague upon it! 3 I 
make no miſtake ? ( Looking in bis book) No, 
no, indeed: tis /. | 
Ropin, So? what? 
Mons1tUuR. Well, let me have your ⁊obat, 
then: and, /e, afterward, ſince you inſiſt apon 
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Rozin, Really, I cant tell what you ſay. 

Moxs1EUR. And, yet, your maſter told 
me to ſay /o. EF 

RozIN. So? What, once more, fir ? 

Moxsizgunx. Saying %, I dont ſay what: 
and ſaying what, I dont ſay /0. | 

Roz1in. But I can only bring you what you 
aſk for, - 
Moxsizux. What I aſk you for, is %. 
But, get your maſter to come hither, He will 
make you know his meaning, 

RoB1n, He is juſt gone out. 

Monstevr. Gone out? that's <vhex. 

Rozin, When? Juſt this moment? but 
he wont be abſent more than twenty minutes, 
or a quarter of an hour. 

MonslEUuR. Hour? that means Gone to 
| bed: your maſter told me ſo. 

Roziv. I did not tell you, he is gone 70 
bed, I ſaid: gone out, 

MonslEur. Yes, yes, gone out: I under- 
ſtand you: qvher. 
| Ronin, When? Recollect I told you that 
already; and, beſides, informed you he would 
not be abſent more than twenty minutes or a 
quarter of an hour, ä 

MonslEUR. Hour: that means Gone to bed, 
I know it very well : but no one can be both 
gone out, and gone to bed at once. 

Rozixn. I did not tell you he is gone ?o bed, 
I faid; gore out: but I ſhall never underſtand 
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The ELDER. And do any thing the gen- 
tleman may bid you. 

Rozix. Yes, fir. 

The ELvtr. So, at preſent I ſhall gait you, 
ſir.— Vour humble ſervant. 

MoNnslEURrR. Yours, fir. (After Mr. Com- 
merce and the ſervant are both gone) I ſhall kit 

ou? kit? I dont remember that word Lit. 

What hindered me from aſking? Kit? I'll 
call the ſervant, who will tell me; ſo that 1 
may write it down this moment. — Robin! 

— (at the door.) Sir. 

Moxs1iEUurR. Come hither. 

Rozin, Here J am, fir. 

Mons1s&Ur, What does Lit mean? 

RozIN. Kit? 

MoNsIEUR, Yes, Lit. 
" Rogin. Xit? kit? I cannot tell, fir. 

MoxsfEUx. Mr, Commerce ſaid ſo, Juſt 
this moment, k 

RoßIN. Kit? Oh, now I have it, fir —A ; 
dancing maſter's kit, 

Moxs1Eur. A dancing maſter's ? 

Ropin.' Yes, fir. Dont you know that 
dancing-maſters ſometimes fiddle. 

Moxsltur. Play upon the violin? 

Roi. Yes, fir, Well, then, a little 
violin is what they call a kit, 

MonsItgUR. Does &it mean that? 

Rozin, Yes, fir. 

Moxs1sur. Yet, Mr. Commerce was not 
talking of a dancing maſter, | | 

"JT. 


Rosz1ys 
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Ropin. Kit, however, means a dancing 
maſter's little fiddle, 

Moxsizux. It muſt have two meanings, 
then; and I will aſk him when he comes. 


was quite right to hope his ſon would ſoon be 
here. He will be uſeful to me. (He takes out 
his letters of recommendation.) Ah, here's òne 
that I muſt ſend away this moment. Robin ? 
Ropin. Sir, | 
MoxsIEUR (Giving him à letter.) Hold. 
N here. 
Ronin. What, fir? 
Mons1Eur. Where. 
Rozix. Where? What am I to do, fir, 
Mons1EuRr. © Where, I ſay. 
Ronix. Where? What is that? I cant 
ſpaak French. 
MonsItUr., But, where, is Engliſh. Where, 
J have it in my pocket book. (He looks) Yes, 
abhere. | 
Rozßix. But, avhere, alone means nothing. 
MonslEUuR. Nothing? Why, you under- 
ſtand not your own mother tongue. Your 
maſter told me to ſay 2where, and give you any 
letter I might want delivered. Ys 
Rozin, But, to ſend a letter, no one, as I 
ever heard, ſays where; and nothing farther : 
but, Go there. | 
Moxsttvur, Go there? 
Rosix: Ves, fir. | 
Moxsizux. Then, I muſt write down in 
my 


Plague take the language! Mr. Commerce 
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your French. And, luckily here comes my 
other maſter. 

MonstzUuR. Was there ever ſuch a block- 
head ! he ſhall never underſtand my French ! 
I'm out of patience. | 

The YouncterR CoMMERCE (coming in.) 
Ah, my dear Le Fexne! I'm quite rejoiced to 
ſee you. | | 

MonslEUR. So am I too. 

The YounGrr. I was told you would not, 
till to-morrow night, reach London. Pray 
excuſe me for not being here at your arrival. 

Mons1EUR. I have ſeen your father; but 
cant think why he ſhould give me ſuch an ig- 
noramus to attend me, as this Thie ving? 

The Voux GER. As this Thiewing ? 

Mons1Evr. Ah! I mean the other Rob- 
bing. Of what country is he ? 

he YounGER, This, and born in Lon- 
don. 

Moxs1EUR. Then, he does not underſtand 
his mother tongue. 

The Younctg. Not underſtand his mother 
tongue ? 

Roßix. The gentleman ſaid nothing elſe 
than where, when, hour, and ſuch like words. 
: yo know whether he talks French or Eng- 
iſh, 

Moxs1tur. There, he tells you ſo himſelf, 

The YounGer. For my part, I dont un- 
derſtand him either: but, tell ne, fir, what you 
want. : 

Moxs1EUuR. 
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Moxs1zurx. Well, what I want, is /. 

The VouNCGCER. So? What? 

Mors lkUuR. Aye, there again! that's juſt 
what he ſaid ; I ſaid So; and he would anſwer 
me with what. 

The YoungtzrR, Well, this is ſingular 
enough! Speak French, then. 

ONSIEUR. No, fir, I have made a vow 
that I would conſtantly ſpeak Engliſh in this 
am Lag And, beſides, your father told me to 
ſay So. 8 

The VouN GCE. So? What? 

Mons1EUurR. No, no, no; it is not what I 
want, but /o, 


The Youncter, This is a ſtrange affair 


between you. Robin, go down ſtairs, and cell 
my father he is wanted here. 

Moxsikux. Your father, I can tell you, 
fir, is when, as Robin told me, and the Hour. 

The LVouN GER. When, and the hour? 

Rozpin, Yes, that's his way of talking. 
Tis impoſſible to underſtand him. 

Mons1tzur. Or you either. I imagined 
I knew Engliſh, better : yet, your father bid 
me ſay whatever I told Robin. 

The YounGtr. Here my father comes, 
He will explain the whole. | 
Moxsizug, Yes, yes; and you will find 
J followed his direction. 

The ELDER COMMERCE {coming in.) My 


dear fir; I aſk your pardon; but the gentleman 
I was 


rectec 
itand 


Th 
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1 was called down to ſpeak with, had ſome 
buſineſs at the water fide to do, and I was 
under the neceſſity of going ont. 

MowxsIEUR. Yes, I remember: oben. 
You find your leſſons are not loſt upon me. * 

The ELDer. But, I hope you have had 
every thing you wanted ? 

The Youncter. There's the difficulty, fir. 
Our friend has aſked for many things, I find; 
which Robin could not give him. 

The ELDER. And, why not? 

Rozix. Becauſe I did not underſtand the 
gentleman, | 

MoxstEUR. And yet, you bade me, if I want- 
ed drink, ſay /o. Well, then, I aſked him /o, and 
he would give me <vhat. I wiſhed to ſpeak with 


| you, and he ſaid avher : and (for I put it down, 


and here it is) the hour, I never ſaw his fel- 
low ! he would make me out a fool. 

The EL DER. Why, what does all this 
mean ? 

Moxs1sUR. I will explain myſelf more 
clearly if I am but able; for I put down every 
thing in writing. (He opens the pocket book, 
and reads) If you wiſh to ſend the ſervant out 
with any letter or the like, ſay where. Is not 
this copied from your words ? os 
The ELDER. Yes, fir. 

MoxsiEux. Well, then, I faid, as you di- 
rected, where; and Robin would not under- 
and me then: but afterwards he ſent. 

The ELDzz, Sent, Robin? What? 

RoB1N. 
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Ronin, A letter, fir; for the direction was 
upon it. 

The ELpER. Good, 

MonsIEUR, Yes, good, indeed! but, it 
was very difficult to make him underſtand even 
that. 2 | 

Ropin. The gentleman ſaid nothing but 
evhere, quhere, I could not comprehend his 
meaning, for my life. 


Monsttur. But, I ſpoke properly ; or, 


aſk your maſter, Did I not? 

The ELDER. I think fo, 

MoxsiEUrR. Afterwards, I wiſhed to have 
a little drink, I ſaid, as you informed me, /: 
but, he would give me what, It was not 
avhat, I wanted. I requeited he would fetch 
me ſo. 

The ELDER. So? 

Mons1tuR. Yes. Do you not underſtand 
me, In the next place, I deſired to ſpeak with 
you; but, he made anſwer, you were when ; 
and, as I have already ſaid, the hour, I could 
not tell what he was talking of.” 

The ELIDER. Nor I, fir, what you mean 
to tell me. 

MoxstEUR., This is ſtrange indeed, when 
I expreſſed myſelf as you directed me to do. 

The ELDtr. I, fir. 

The YounGtRr. Did you direct him to ſay 
where, and /o, and fo forth. 

The ELvErR, No, not I. 


Mons1EUR, 
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Moxsizux. Not you, fir? what, then, 
ſays my memorandum, 

The YouNGER., Read once more, dear 
fir, what you have written, 

MoNs1EUR (reading.) When you with to 
fend the ſervant out with any letter, or the 
like, ſay where, Well, then, once more, I did 
ſay where, 

The Erptr. Yes, ves, I ſee the matter 


now; but, then, you ſhould have faid where 


you would have the letter go. 

Mons1EuR. Where JI would have the letter 
go? Ah! ah! I could not have imagined that: 
but, I will write it down: and yet, not now; 
to-morrow will be ſoon enough. But, I have 
more here in my pocket book, which Robin 
would not underſtand, (Reading) It you 
would wiſh to drink, ſay /o, Well, then, I 
did a fo: but, Robin anſwered <vhat, I 
wanted, for my part, no «vhat, I wanted //. 

The EI Dp ER. I faid, indeed, if you ſhould 
wiſh to drink, ſay ſo: that is, ſay you wo 
wiſh to drink, 

Mons1EUur. Ah! ah! I underſtand. {Look- 
ing into his pocket book) Well, in the next- 


place, I have written, if you wiſh to eat, ſay 


what. 


The ErDir. What you wiſh to eat. 
Mons1Eur. Yes, yes. I underſtand it 
now. 


The VorNoEN. No doubt, fir, but you 


do, | 0 
| 10H Monsun. 
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Mons1tzur. And yet, I did not think of 
that. (Reading again} If you ſhould take a 
liking to go out, ſay when. 

The EIDPER. When, or the tune of day 
you would go out. | 

Mons1tzurR., Ah! ah! I thought, when 
was as much as if I had pronounced the words 
go out, I underſtand the matter now. And, 
then, (he reads again) If you would wiſh to go 
to bed, you need but ſay the Hour. | 
-_ un — The hour you would go to 

bed. 

MoxsiEUuR. When ] would go to bed; and 
as you told me, too, when I would rife. There 
was the difficulty which I did not underſtand. 
The fault was wholly mine, fince I am leſs ac- 

uainted with the Engliſh language, than I 
thought. 

The ELvex. Make no apology for ſuch a 
trifle, 

Mons1:iUr. I entreat your pardon. I am 
vexed at having been ſo angry with your ſer- 
vant. | 

The ELDpER. Come to ſupper: you muſt 
need, by this time, ſome refreſhment. 

Mons1Eur. Witha deal of pleaſure, Why 
was I fo vexed with Robin, when the fault was 
only mine ? | 
The Vor Nox. 
ſettle every thing. 

The EL DER. Come, come. 

Moss1Evs. I Will ſo. 
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The ELDer {fopping Monſieur. } We have 
here a proverb, fir, A word, if you remember, 
to the wiſe, How do the French expreſs it? 

MonslEUR. Ah, Le ſage entend a demi mot. 

The ELI DER. Which is in Engliſh ?— 

MonsIEUR. Stay—The wiſe man under- 
ſtands you if you ſpeak but half a word, 

The EL DER. he; you, Monſieur, could 


not conceive my meaning in whole words. 
The VouN GER. Ah! ab! 


Mos iEUR. I could not; that I muſt eon - 


feſs. ; 
The Erper, And, what may we infer 
from hence ? | 

Mons1lEUR. I know not. 

The EIDER. That the Engliſh are more 
modeſt. Ah! ah! ah! | 
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HE Duke of Montmorenci, ſon to the 
high conſtable of France, in the reign of 
Louis XIV., upon the death of his father, 
would not ſuffer the houſehold of this laſt to be 
caſniered. He added them to his own. He 
had never leſs than thirty pages, and as many 
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Bo ANECDOTE. 


1 attendants, all provided for magni- 
cently, We may eaſily perſuade ourſelves, that, 
in proportion to theſe gentlemen and pages, muſt 
the number of the other ſervants, too, have 
been. The Ducheſs, though a woman of a ge- 
nerous ſpirit, thought it was her duty to re- 
trench a little, and accordingly adviſed her 
huſband on that head. The Duke pretendin 

to come into her œconomiſing meaſures, h 

the liſt of all his ſervants brought him : but, 
no ſooner did the Ducheſs mention any officer 
or ſervant that ſhe fancied uſeleſs, than he un- 
dertook to ſpeak in his defence. One, he ob- 
ſerved, was wanted for his gentlemen ; another 
had been recommended by his friend ; and fo 
Forth, through the whole. In ſhort, there were 
but two out of the liſt, whoſe cauſe ſeemed 
hopeleſs, when the Duke, addreſſed the Du- 


would be a burden to his fortune. 


cheſs, aſking, if ſhe really ſuppoſed thoſe two 
Are they 


not, ſaid he, ſufficiently unhappy, being good for 
nothing ? Ought wwe 10 COT ho Sorrow, by 
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CHARACTERS. 


y 
Sinus, king of Syria, E 
SARDIS, his prime miniſter. 
SERGESTAN, prince of Syria. 
AGENOR, the prince*s friend. 
Or1xa, daughter to Sardis. 
PHAREL, reputed father to Agenor. 
Moroc, Sergeffan's bondman. 
ATTENDbaAnTs, GuaRrDs, Sc. 


This drama is drawn by the Editor from a flory 
in the Gentleman's Magazine for January, 


1776, and there entitled, The Oracle. 


THE 


EXPIATED CRIME, 


ACT * 


SczxE I. ar apariment in the houſe of 
Sardis. 


4 AGcEtNnok and Or1xa. 
* _ 
Orrxa. 


TILL will you diſtract me thus, Agenor ! 

Can your friend Sergeſtan be an obſtacle to 

your felicty ? What, he, that has ſo often 
ſworn | 
Ack NOR. That you may know how 
wretched I am doomed to be, and ſince it is a 
ſecret you mult be at laſt informed of, hear it 
now. Sergeſtan has conceived a paſſion for 
| you. 
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you. Call, then, your affections back from 
me, Orixa, would you fly from ruin; for this 
rival of Agenor is a prince. 

ORIXA. A prince! | 

AcExoR, And, what is more, the ſon of 
Sirus. Ygu are loſt in wonder. Ibrahim, the 
prieſt, when he was born, foretold that a rela- 
tion would in future make attempt upon his 
lite; and, therefore, was he ſent by Sirus to be 
nurſed in private by my mother, who reſided 
in a cottage far from court, near the Euphrates. 

Ox1xa, Is it poſſible ? 

AGENOR. I, too, was then an infant. And, 
as both of us grew up, our friendſhip for each 
other has been conſtantly increaſing. He is 
now full eighteen years of age; and, as 2 
know, for ſome time paſt, has been refi 
here, and I, too, with him, in your father's 
houſe, that he may learn ſuch ſciences as ſuit 
a throne. Of his 1lluſtrious birth, I did not. 
know myſelf; and, that he may deſerve your 
love, to-morrow will his birth be publiſhed 
through the land. | - 

Orxixa. Let him bear rule in Syria, and 
command the world; my only wiſh is happineſs 
with you, | 

AGcenoR, With me? Alas! my fortune 
wounds my feelings through ſuch kindneſs ; 
flince I never can return it. By that ſecret 


marriage which connects us, and the infant that 


has been its fruit; by theſe, let me conjure 


you to determine whether I, who am a poor. 
| | man's 
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man's ſon, ſhould ever have aſpired ſo high as 
to your worth and beauty, which, even royalty 


itſelf is not poſſeſſed of wealth enough to buy, 

Or1xa. Would you upbraid my love with 
ſuch an imputation? Do me greater juſtice 
than to think I love you leſs ſincerely than T 
ſhould, had you been born a king. 

Acenor. I am much happier than a king, 
Orixa, in poſſeſſing you; and yet, of what 
avail is all y happineſs, if to continue it, you 
muſt accompany my flight from Syria; which 
muft be the caſe, if, when your father is made 
privy tothe vows between us, you would ſtill be 
mine: but, it ſhall never be; for, I will fly 
2 nor ſhall you be involved in my hard 

te. ks | 
Or1xa, Oh, would to heaven I could but 
mitigate that fate, by flying with you ; which, 
however, I deſign to do. | 

Actnor. I could not but ſuppoſe as much ; 
and, yet, how little do I merit ſuch exalted 
goodneſs! You will ſay fo, when I tell you my 
whole crime; for I am come upon a cruel bu- 
ſineſs. Would you think it; but, the prince, 
ſuppoſing nothing but good-will ſubſiſts be- 
tween us, has beſought me to ſolicit you in 
his behalf: and with your father's approbation, 
will he come this very morning to be told what 
hopes you grant him. * 

Ox1xa. Hopes, Agenor? 


AdENOR. They will be as many deaths to 
me. 
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me. Let me, however, love you ſtill; even 
though my paſſion lead me to the ſcaffold. 
Orixa, To the ſcaffold ! Yes, it is indeed 
too cerfain you muſt die, when Sardis ſhall 
be told the ſecret of our marriage: his ambi- 
tion will not brook the thought that I have 
wedded ſo beneath me. What, then, ſhall I 
do, that my Agenor may be ſafe ? 
AcENOR. Be not ſo good, unleſs, indeed, 


ou can inſtruct me how I may repay ſuch ten- 


derneſs—for, love that is not madneſs, muſt 
fall ſhort of what I owe you. I refign myſelf 
in every thing to your good will ; and, though 
I know your frown muſt kill Sergeſtan, I will 
rend the ties that have till now united us. I 
pe with every thing; my aged father, my 

ing, friends, and country, But, I ſee your 


father, he is coming, and with tidings of the 


prince, I leave you for a while, Receive 
his information as a matter you expected not, 
Farewell. (Going, but returning Let me, 
however, aſk one favour of you, namely, to 
receive Sergeſtan when he-comes, with all that 
gentleneſs inherent to your nature. When he 


kneels before you, ſink him not at once into 


deſpair ; for, need I tell you, if my friend's 


poor heart muſt be diſtracted, ſorrow will go 


near to break my own. (He goes out.) 
Ozx1xa. Oh, heaven, who could have poſe 


ſibly ſuppoſed all this, laſt night! Yes, he is 
coming; but, lie ſtill my heart, and let me 
ſtrive to hear his tidings with diſſimulation. 

5 SARDIS, 
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SARDIS (coming in.) Dear, dear child, how 
is it with you? Have you ſeen Segeſtan. 

Ox IxA. Not to day, fir. | 

SARDIS., You will ſhortly, then; and, till 
he come, give ear to what a happy father has 
to ſpeak of, in his name. 

Ontxa (aſide.} IT dread to hear what fol- 
lows ! 

SARDIS. That I may not keep you in ſuſ- 


penſe, Orixa, know that on the morrow will 


our prince Sergeſtan, (and, by what ſtrange 
means he has acquired that name, I will here- 
after mention;) yes, Orixa, know that on the 
morrow will our prince Sergeſtan take you as 
his bride, 

Orixa. His bride, fir! J am dumb with 
wonder! 

SaRDIS. In your ſilence, I ſhall read your 
joy, as well as your conſent: ſo be prepared. 

ORIxA. And, do you wiſh, fir, I ſhould 
wed him? 

SARDIS, Do I wiſh you ſhould become a 
queen? My paſt affection will beſt anſwer ſuch 
a queſtion, ere it poſſible yourſelf could be 
unwilling on this great occaſion, I could not 
evince my love by any way, ſo much as uſing 
force. 

OrIxa. Tis as I feared, 

SARDIS, You feared? 

Or1xa. I am indeed to blame. I know it; 
but am ruined, if you force this match upon 


me. 


Sanpis. 
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Sanpis. Ruined, Let me go, When 1 
have toiled to make you happy, is it thus you 
would repay my love, and inſolently urge I 
ruin you ? | | 

Orixa. Why force me to eſpouſe Ser- 
geſtan, when 1 hardly know him yet? You 
have yourſelf, fir, often told me, love alone 
ean make two people happy. I have felt its 
force already in that love you ſhow me. | 
SAR DIS. If you wiſh that love ſhould laſt, 
obey ; but, more than all, beware of trifling 
with your honour; for, my heart miſgives me, 
and I fear you ſhun this marriage with the 

rince, becauſe your heart 1s with another, 

hould it be fo, you have broke your father's 
heart, and will ſoon ſend him to the grave 
with forrow. 

Orixa. Dear, dear father! wound not, 
thus, my heart: I could, indeed, ſay ſome- 
thing. if it were not for the tempeſt in your 
eye. 
8 (afide.) I muſt diſſemble. = You 
miſtake my eye, Orixa. 

Or1ixa. Could I truſt you! 

SARDIS, Still, as I have always been, 
will I evince myſelf your father; and, if even 

ou have yielded up your heart, I will confider 

it the fault of youth. Only confeſs, and I will 

rdon you; nay, promiſe you ſhall marry 
im you have made choice of. 

Oxz1xa. Such paternal goodneſs overcomes 
me: aud my gratitude acknowledges the truth 
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of your ſuſpicions : but, when I have named 
my choice, ſhould you object the meanneſs of 
it, you would break my heart. x 
SarDls, I will not; for, who am I, but 
the father that Kill loves you? 
OrIxa. Think, then, of Agenor. 
SARDIs, Of Agenor ! of the prince's friend! 


A peaſant's fon ? 


Orixa, You are diſpleaſed. 

SARDIS, No: nat at all. 

Or1xa. Your looks, alas, too plainly tell 
me 10. 

SAR DIS. My looks deceive you. Tis ſur- 
priſe, and not diſpleaſure you ſee there. — 
Hide) A beggar! but no matter! — (Aloud) 
On the other hand, I muſt acknowledge you 
are not to blame; for, who is always maſter of 
her heart.—( Afide) And yet, in ſpite of pru- 
dence my reſentments will have way. Let me 
conſider.— Aloud) Leave me. 

Ozixa. Do you pardon me? 

SARDbis, That were the ſame as to ſup- 
poſe you had done wrong. But, every one 
may love where ſhe approves, Go- in then, 
but obſerve what I am now to tell you.— 
When Sergeſtan comes, you muſt employ a 
little art, and not take from him every hope of 
gaining your affections. Let this caution have 
its proper weight: but, more than every thing 
beides, conceal his rival's name, Your inex- 
perience cannot ſee what conſequences might 
enſue if that ſhould be once known. Go in, 
| 10 1 and 
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and be conſoled, when you remember you are 
ſtill my child. | 

OrxIxXa, I am, and cannot be unhappy. 
(She goes out.) 

SARDIS. I remember it was formerly fore- 
told, Sergeſten's life would be attempted by the 
hand of ſome relation. Theſe vile prieſts deal 
out their deadly prophecies, that our credulit 
may bribe them to avert the danger by their 
prayers. What, then, if I can fix this crime 
they have pretended would take place, upon 
Agenor ? His cloſe friendſhip with Sergeſtan, 
may amount to ſomething like relationſhip; 
and nothing ſhall avert the puniſhment he will 
appear to merit. When by theſe means he is 
r away, Orixa then may turn her eye upon 

ergeſtan, I will ſet about it now; but I 
obſerve, the prince is coming. (To Sergęſtan, 
entering.) hy have you withdrawn yourſelf, 
my lord ? Orixa is within, and ready to re- 
C81ve you. | 

SERGESTAN., Truſt me, my good Sardis, 
I am more than uſually ſad, What ſhould I 
think? How will the generous maid receive 
my ſuit ? She will nin; Tarkdy; ſcorn it? 

SARDIS, When a king commands, the ſub- 
ject ought to pay obedience; ſo, that were 
Orixa, in this caſe, unwilling to be happy, I 
ſhould think there were a kindneſs in that force 
which ſhould compel her to an act of duty, 
| SERGESTAN, But, I would not owe my 


happineſs to force; for, ſhould Orixa have al- 
| „ ready 
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ready choſen, for herſelf, I think I could put 
off the lover, and become the prieſt, to wed her 


at the altar to another, 


SazDIs., If your highneſs will but walk 
within, I pledge my promiſe, that Orixa will, 
as far as modeſty permits her, be diſpoſed to 
entertain your ſuit, If it be otherwiſe, let me 
intreat you to believe it is her baſhfulneſs alone 
that now is the offender. I, for my part, wiſh 
your fuit ſucceſs, (After Sergeftan is gone out) 
He's gone, and now for what may render his 
ſucceſs more ſure. —- Within there !— Moroc! 
Tis, indeed, a little dreadful ; but, that no» 
thing may obſtruct my daughter's aggrandize- 
ment, what ſhould I decline? {To Moroc, en- 
teriug Come near . me,,—Nearer,—And now, 
Moroc, as in all things hitherto I have expe · 
rienced your fidelity, let me experience it at 


- preſent, That fidelity would, of itſelf, be your 


reward; but, ſtill my bounty ſhall add any 


thing thereto you may deſire. 


Moroc. Speak, my good lord, 

SARDIS. You muſt remember, with what 
ranſom I delivered you from flavery, when 
you became a captive here, and promiſed you 
your freedom on the terms of ten years ſervi- 
tude : but, if to day you ſerve me, do but ſay 
what recompence you look for, though it be 
immediate freedom, and I ſwear you ſhall ob- 
tain it. 

Moroc, And, on my part, by the God of 

1012 Perſia 
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Perfia thus I ſwear, I will endeavour to deſerve 
fo great a bleſſing. 

SARDISs. Mark me. Sirus, as the rumour 
goes, has for a long time been afflicted ; and the 
cauſe of that affliction is a prophecy relating to 
his ſon, whoſe life it is foretold will be endan- 
gered by ſome kindred hand. Now, Moroc, 
could not. you attempt an enterpriſe, not only 
innocent, but one that will reſtore the king to 
that ſerenity which he has loſt. | 

Morxoc. Elſe, wherefore have I ſworn ? 
 SarDIs. Whereis Agenor ? 

Moroc. My lord, this very moment he 
went out, and is to join Sergeſtan in the foreſt, 
where they always hunt. 

SAR DISs. Tis well. Go you, then, my 
good Moroc, to their place of meeting. Draw 
you ſword, and make a feigned attack upon 

ergeſtan, taking care, however, not to wound 
him ; after which, give up your ſword. The 
guard that are at all times near him, will lay 
hands upon you; but, fear nothing even from 
inpriſonment ; for, in the interim, I will ac- 
cuſe his friend Agenor, and throw all the crime 
on him. 

Moroc. My lord! 

SaR DIS. You ſtart! but, truſt me, ſuch a 
ſtratagem ſhall be attempted, and yet, neither 
you, or I, though I ad, iſe it, merit cenſure : 
for, Agenor's ſeeming treaſon thus defeated, 
Sirus ſhall be freed from future apprehenſion ; 
fince, brought up as he has been at all times 
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with Sergeſtan, Sirus ſhall confider him as that 
relation by the prophecy alluded to. 

Morxoc, But, then, Agenor ? 

SARDIS, Him, too, will I fave by my au- 
thority with Sirus. Your own life ſhall be the 
recompence of your repentance. You ſeem ſa- 
tisfied; nor 1s there ſcarce a moment to be 
waſted, Come, then, and within I will inform 
you farther. {They go out. 


ACYF: Ih 
ScEkxE I. the open country. 


AGcENOR (alone. 


THE fury of the chaſe is over, while our 
panting huntſmen in yon grove, are ſheltered 
from the ſun. Let me reflect before I meet my 
friend. Till yeſterday, when was it I had any 
ſecret I kept from him? —He is much more 
generous hunſelf than that. He has confided 
bis affection for Orixa, to me, and deſired I 
would become his interceſſor. I conſented, but 
am perjured to my promiſe. —W bat then will 
the conſequences be, - But, he is coming, and 
diſtmulation now muſt be the wretched part I 
am to act. (To Sergiſtan, coming in) Good 
morrow. You have ſeen Orixa, then. Tell 

| 10 J 3 me, 
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me, for I am anxious to know every thing, 
what hope does ſhe vouchſafe you? | 

SERGESTAN. Mention not the word; for I 
am diſappointed. 

AGcenoR. Diſappointed, do you ſay, Ser- 
geſtan ? What! received with coldneſs ? But, 
were that the caſe, ſtill be of courage, and 
purſue your ſuit ; for, in the end, ſhe muſt be 
won. 

SERGESTAN. Your friendſhip mitigates my 
| — and through your future aid, if I may 

ave it | 

Agctxnor, If, Sergeſtan? I am wholl 

ours, and have no wiſh whereof your happinets 
15 not the object. But, who comes this way ? 

Moroc {entering diſguiſed, and ſpeaking to 
Sergeſlan.) Defend yourſelf, 

DERGESTAN, Defend myſelf! What means 
the man ? 

Moxoc. Your life, while I am ſpeaking, 
is in danger. RE 

SERGESTAN. He muſt certainly be mad, 
Paſs on, Agenor, 

Morxoc. Muſt I murder you, unarmed ? 

SERGESTAN. Away, I do not know you. 

Morxoc. But, you will, e'er long. Draw, 
then, I ſay ; for one of us muſt die, 

SERGESTAN., I know you not. You are 
miſtaken, — Go, and elſewhere ſeek redreſs, if 
any one has wronged you. 

oRoc. I am braved, then, am I? 

SERGESTAN. Execrable villain! 


Moxoc. 


A1 


bi 


OC. 
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Moroc (/cemingly afide to Agenor,) We 
are ſafe as yet. 

AGENOR. Safe! what means this? Begone. 

SERGESTAN, You are unarmed, and might 
but loſe your life. I can defend myſelf. 

Moroc (coming on. } I— 

AGENOR. Advance another ſtep, and you 
are dead. | | 

Morxoc., This is too much: I know you 
well — you are Agenor, Let that ſingle word 
inſtruct you to be wiſe, 

SERGESTAN (advancing towards Moroc.) 
Wretch ! | 

Ack NOR. Give me way; I am no child, 
and ſurely can protect myſelf. | 

Moxoc (afide.) It works as could be wiſhed. 

AdE NOR. What danger would you run into, 
Sergeſtan? Has not Sirus will'd that for your 
ſafety, none attending on you ſhould be armed? 
But you defeat his caution by encountering 
upon equal terms, a villain who would kill 
you : ſo deſiſt, my lord; nay, if you will not, 
there can be no other way than to compel you. 
(Diſarming Segeſtan.) 

SERGESTAN, You were once my freind, 
Agenor : give me back my ſword, or you con- 
ſpire againſt me. 

AGENoOR, No, Sergeſtan; I conſult your 
ſafety at the riſque of my own life. 

+ Nach {afide.) Well thought of! I could 
not have hoped as much !—(To Agenor.) You 
hear the prince, Agenor ? Let him have his 
» ſword ; 
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ſword ; for I repent. Hence, inftrument of 
murder, from me. ( Throwing away his ford.) 

AcENOR. I am utterly N 

Moxoc (To Agenor.) Give back the prince 
his ſword; or {turning to Sergeſian} let your 
highneſs take up mine ; and puniſh me as I de- 
ſerve. {He kneels,) 

SERGESTAN. More wonder ſtill! Are you 
a murderer, ,and thus ſue for puniſhment ? 
Riſe, and make known this inſtant, who you 
ans. - © 

Moroc. As you have ſaid, my prince; a 
murderer: but repenting in the duſt, and one 
whoſe ſhame bereaves him of all ſpeech. Then 
ſpare me the confuſion of revealing who I am, 
and read it here. (Unmaſhing, ) | 

 SERGESTAN, As I have life it is the ſlave 

of Sardis!—Is it not, Agenor ? 

AGENOR. Yes, indeed, that face was his. 
What brought you hither on this baſe deſign ? 

Morxoc, Haſe you yourſelf, who tempted me 
to ſin, that you might afterwards deſert me, 
Worthy youth, I have deſerved to die; yet do 
not kill me yet, till I have made ſome ſmaltat- 
tonement for my guilt by naming my abettor. 

SERGESTAN. Speak, then; but be brief. 

Mogoc. Agenor, then is my abettor. He 
diſarmed you that my ſword might execute its 
bloody purpoſe; but the means which we agreed 
on to effect this murder, have preſerved you. 

SERCESTAN. I am loſt in wonder: but 


Agenor, why do you ſtand filent ? 


AckxvOR. 


cer, 


aſſaſſ 
O1 
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AE NOR. What I ought to ſay, I know 
not. I am charged with plotting to _— 

ou. Let your guard be therefore ſuntmoned. 
i will yield myſelf their priſoner ; and ſubmit 
to the ſevereſt ſentence, if on trial I ſhould be 
tound guilty. (Sounds. 

SERGESTAN, Trial! be a trial your aceuſer's 

rtion, I ſhould ſurely die with grief, were 
Te ſee my brother bound. Yes, my Agenor, 
you ſhall be an honourable evidence againſt 
this Moroc at my father's bar of juſtice. 

Moroc. It —— | 

SERGESTAN. No more. Where is our 
guard ? 

Adu xOR. Hear him, I beg you; or the 
world will call your goodneſs partiality ; and 
more particularly hear him, ſince I dare dehy his 
malice. 

Monoc. You conſent ; and I will therefore 
tell the whole. Your friend, from motives 
that he ſaid he could not mention, urged me 
to this murder; and for recompence, engaged 
to favour my eſcape from Syria here to Indoſtan, 
where I have living till a wife and children, 
that were torn from my embrace when I became 
a flave. Here is your guard, I have confeſſed 
the truth, and will abide it. 

SERGESTAN (to the guard that enter.) Offi- 
cer, I have a priſoner tor you, and deliver the 
aſſaſſin. 

Or ric gx. The aſſaſſin ! 

Moxoc. 


— 
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Moroc, If you mean to do your duty, fir, 
lay hands upon Agenor. He is my abettor. 
AGENoOR, I am ready. | 

© SERGESTAN, Hence to priſon with him, 
Come Agenor. 

Orrickx. But Agenor 1s accuſed, 
 SERGESTAN, Villains! ſtand off, Why, of- 
ficer, is this ? | 

Orrickx. | Your highneſs muſt excuſe me, 
I am only in my duty. 

AGENOR. Yes, and I reſign the ſword. 
There, take it, fir; and do not, my good friend, 
detain. me here, for I reſolve to go. 
SERGESTAN. But wha', pray, has he done? 

OFFictr. Your highneſs has accuſed this 
man, and he your friend. This 1s the cauſe 
of my proceeding thus. Would you obſtruct 
me in the execution of my duty, judge what 
conſequences may enſue. 

AGENOR (to the officer!) A moment's pa- 
tience, and I go,—{(To Serge//an.) Your love 
is in. this inſtance blind; — by perſiſting in 
it, you may cauſe my death. Reflect on this, 
and let me go. 

SERGESTAN. Go to a priſon ? 

AGENOR. Yes. 

SERGESTAN., And muſt my friendſhip ſuffer 
this; It muſt. - At leaſt then, Officer, indulge 
me with one wiſh : my father's council are by 
now aſſembled in the court of juſtice ; and fit 
waiting his approach, that Le may hear, as _ 

5 
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the petitions of his ſubjects. Bear Agenor 
* thither with me, and I yield him to you. 


Orrickx. I conſent, So, ſome of you 


conduct the moor to priſon, and the others go 
of- with me. . , | 


= 


rd. Several COUNSELLORS ſeated, and PETIT TI- 
nd, ONERS attending. 

| Firſt PRTITIoNER. When he has paſſed us, - 
le? then will be the time to kneel before him with 
his your ſuit, And, hark, theſe trumpets tell us 
uſe he draws nigh. {A flouriſh.) WE 
ruct A HERALD (entering before Sirus and his 
hat attendants. The king! Proſtrate yourſelves 

before him, Syrians. 

pa- Second PETITIONER (after Sirus, with for- 
ove malities, has been condufted to his throne.) 
in Health to your Majeſty, I am a ſuitor to your 
his, mercy, for relief from an unfeeling creditor. 


Sixus. Relate yourcale— 
SARDIS entering. Health and dominion to 
your Majeſty, And may your reign be full of 
days in future not leſs happy than the preſent, 
when foul treaſon gaſps upon the ground be- 
neath the ruin it has planned, Not to deta'n 
your Majeſty, let me inform you, that this 
morning was the prince's life attempted ; but, 
the gods of Syria have preſerved him. Ard 
to verify the obſervation, ſee where the de- 
teſted monſter comes, attended by the g's 
| Wits 
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who thinks him guiltleſs, having more huma- 
nity himſelf than to commit ſo horrid an of- 
fence. Let every one depart. | 

| SERGESTAN (entering «vith Agenor, followed 
&y the officer and guard, while the hall is clear- 
ing.) Oh, my good lord and father, juſtice! 
juſtice! I will never quit this poſture till you 
grant it. 

Sinus. Are there any here enjoy their 
perfect underſtanding? Were I ſure the pre- 
ſent ſcene were real, I ſhould ſay, this wretch 
was once the partner of my ſon's affection, the 
beloved Agenor. 

SarDIs, Would to heaven it were not ſo; 
but there he ſtands before you as he 1s, the 
wretch— 

SERGESTAN, Falſe Sardis! — Age, that 
outh ſhould look on with reſpect, is infamous 
o you. Do not reſtrain me, friend; for, I 
will ſcatter to the winds that ſcandalous white 
beard of his. 

ActxnoR, Do not, my lord, preſs lower ſtill 
a wretched man. I am no murderer; but, it 
you accuſe me likewiſe, I muſt yield to my fad 
fortune. | | 

Sinus. Guilt is written on your check, or 
I would aſk you; Is this fo. 

AcznoR. And can you, then, condemn 
me when unheard? but, let my ſovereign 
know I am without the conſciouſneſs of guilt ; 
and, if I feel one pang, it is eccalioned by the 

3 thought 
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thought that death, if I muſt die, will tear me 
from my friend. 

SERGESTAN, Away! away! it would be 
villainy, ſhould I give way to fear. He never 
ſought my lite, He that accuſes him, ſhall die 
this inſtant. 

Situs. Raſh young man! Be dumb! but 
who comes here? 

Another OrricER (entering, with Moroc 
grarded. The traitor that Agenor leagueq 
with. This ſhort ſcroll contains the manner 
of the attempt. 

StRUs, Tis well. {Taking the paper, and 
reading it.) | 

AGENOR (to Sergeſian.) Be at peace: Hea- 


ren cuts me off, tor ſome unknown, but yet 


good purpoſe, For your fake to die, Sergeſ- 
tan, ſhould not, I acknowledge, give me pain. 
Sixus. Heaven, ſurely, has been baſy here. 
Read, officer; aud tell us every thing you 
know of what is written 1n this paper, 
SERGESTAN (to Azenor.) You are pale: 
but, yet, fear not; for, rather ſhall my hand 
tear out the accurſed tongue of Sardis that ac» 
cuſes you. | 
Orricen, The whole, my liege, is true. 
I ſaw it with my eyes: the prince's ſword was 
in Agenor's hand ; he had difarmed him. 
SiRUs, Oh, too plain! It was, beſides, 
foretold that a relation would attempt this 
deed; and, my affection looked upon Agenor as 
a ſon, You, Moroc, we forgive for thus re- 
10 K lenting 
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lenting in the deed. Take him away to priſon, 
till by courſe of law he is releaſed : but, as for 
this vile wretch, whoſe guilt has made him 
nameleſs, bear him to the dungeon, till ſuch 
time as preparation can be made for public 
Juſtice. 

SERGESTAN (to Sirus, <vhile Ave and the 
Moor are carried off.) Cali him, call him back, 
I have a thouſand things to ſay. Avert this 
ignominious death, if only for my ſake.” Good 
Sardis kneel you with me.— 

SAR DIS. Iobey; and am a ſuppliant, dread 
ſovereign, for Agenor's pardon. Should he 
now be ſpared, and in the ſequel, perpetrate the 
deed ſome ſater wax — 

SERGESTAN, He never thought of killing 
his dear friend, The thought alone that by 
the courſe of nature I might die before him, 


he could never bear. If he muſt die, then, he 
will prove a ſacrifice for ends moſt damnable; 


and 1, myfelt, ſhall ſcarce ſurvive him. Do I 
not, alas ! while I am ſpeaking now, feel ſome- 
thing in me, juſt as if my blood were ebbing 
out apace, and had: attained the mark where it 
mult itop? 

SIxUs. Be near him, Sardis, He is faint- 
ing. Break not my ſad heart, Sergeſtan. When, 
in future, you ſhall have a child yourſelf, then 
will you know the aflection of a father. No 
not, then, inſiſt on mercy for Agenor; ſince, 
as long as he is living, apprehenlion tor y our 
ſafety, e every day will kill me. 

SaR DIe 
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SAR IS {af/ide.} Sirus, IJ have'cauſe to fear, 
relents. | | | 

Sinus. Where would you go, Sergeſtan? 

SERGESTAN, Firſt, to bid my friend fare- 
well: where, afterward, heaven only knows. 

OIRUS. What can I do? Alas tis juſ- 
tice, and not Sirus, that condemns Agenor. 

SERGESTAN. * Juſtice! juſtice would pre- 
ſerve him, if it were not for a father, who 


' condemns ere he have time to know what juſ- 


tice would determine. 

Staus. I have, then, ſome hope: and, to 
evince my love, Agenor ſhall be reſpited till 
evening. By the hour of five, bring proof that 
he is innocent, or own he ſuffers juſtly. 

SERGESTAN, IT entreat no more, and bear 
him thele glad tidings. 

SIRUS (to the attendants.) Follow with our 
reſpite, to the priſon, whither he is gone.— 
Lead on the reſt. 

SarD1s {alore.) He ſhall be reſpited till 
evening ; and, if then found innocent, how 
long? Too long for my ambition ; but the 


knowledge of that innocence my dagger ſhall 


ſuppreſs for ever, in the heart of Moroc. I 


have now begun, and like the mariner who 


thinks not in the tempeſt of returning back to 
ſhore, muſt launch ſtill farther out, or fink. 
Yes, this preſumptuous rival of Sergeſtan in 
his love, muſt die; or my ambition will not 
mount its height. The moor 1s fate in priſon. 
To perſuade him to the deed, I promifed I 
10 K 2 would 
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would intercede with Sirus for Agenor's par- 
don. I muſt think maturely of it, and com- 
pleat the project thus begun. 


% 


—_—— 


ACT III. 


SCENE I, à priſon. 
3 


Or1xA (alone.) 


HEAVEN guard me to Agenor through 
theſe horrors! On what ſtone, poor mourner, 
do you * your head in expectation of my 

coming. I am here, then, my Agenor; but 

3 Who names Agenor, thus? My 
wife! 

Orx1xa. Oh, I am ſick at heart! But, what, 
Agenor! do you ſhun me? | | 

AGENOR. I would now be private. Leave 
me, then, Orixa. 

OrIxa. Leave you! IT have not, then, 
feared without juſt reaſon. Your misfortunes 
have impaired your underſtanding, and you 
know not you are ſpeaking to Orixa. . 

AGENOR. Too, too well, I know it. Would 
to heaven, for my preſent comfort, I had never 
ſeen you ! 

Or1xa. I confeſs, indeed, the tears I have 
been ſhedding for your ſake, ſince morning, 

have 


Ar- 
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have disſigured me: but, though my outward . 


form is altered, my affection, on the other 
hand, remains unchanged, 

AGcgnoR. Oh, you are every thing I wiſhed 
you on our wedding night; but you ſhall know 
the cauſe of my diſtreſs. This is the cauſe; 
(looking round about him) this melancholy 
place. The moments I have left ſhould be em- 
ployed on heaven : but, I devote them, on the 
other hand, to you. When I would pray, my 
thoughts come down to anchor on my wite, and 
every thing is left undone. 


OrIixa., If it be fo, alas! you ſhould, in- 


deed deteſt me, as I now deteſt myſelf. Let 
me begone, Agenor, If I ſtay, I ſhall obſtruct 
your ſuffering ſoul. 

AgENOR. No; pardon, and ſtay with me 
ſtill; for, 1s there not a fort of virtue in the 
love we pay to ſo much goodneſs? In your 
arms, I may anticipate that heaven I wiſh to 
tind hereafter. | 

ORIXA. Never: were you to approach 
them, I would, in my turn, ſhun you, 

AGENOR, It is not, I acknowledge, now a 


time for dalliance. For your own ſake, there- 


tore, my Orixa, leave me. | 
ORIxA. Not till I have made a full con- 

feſſion of my guilt, You might be dragged to 

death; not knowing it was I that have deſtroyed 

you. 

Ack NOR. It was you that have deſtroyed 

me! : 
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Ox IxA. Curſcd be the cauſe of this day's 
grief! 

Ad ENOR. May it be doubly curiedp Orixa; 
ſince it tears us from each other. 

OxixA. Juſtly have you prayed, A 
for tis I am now the object of your curſe. 

Ack NOR. The object of my curſe! Your 


underſtanding is diſturbed. Tis, therefore, my 


laſt prayer, that you retire. 

Or1ixa. Oh, heavens} was not my father's 
bondman your accuſer ? ; 

Actnor, Yes, Orixa : but, why aſk that 
queſtion ? 

Or1xa. Oh, I am curſed?! 

Ack NOR. Say not, Orixa, ſo; when, on 
the other hand, you have the power ot bleſ- 
ſing, Bleſs me, therefore, # depart. To 
tarry longer might diſtract you. 

Oz1x4a, Juit before I left my father, he 
enjoined me to keep nothing ſecret from him, 
fearing, as he ſaid, Sergeſtan was refuſed, be- 
cauſe I had unveher ver; and ſuch conde- 
ſcending terms of goodneſs did he uſe, that I 
conſidered. it my to inform him how I 
had diſpoſed of my aff —_—_— 

AGEnoOoR, Ah, Orixa! © 

ORIXA. I pronounced the name of- m 
Agenor ; and had certainly revealed the ſecret 
of our marriage, if he had but deigned me any 
farther hearing. Moroc, therefore, has been 
bribed againſt you. 

AGENOR, But, to ſerve what purpole ? 

Wrong 
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W rong not, thus, your father's virtue, Could 
he be ſo guilty, then: — But, hark; for I am 
ſummoned! (A noiſe within. )} 

Ozx1xa., Summoned ! Whither ? 

AGzxor, Whither, my Orixa, but to exe- 
cution ? 

OꝝnIXA. Terrible idea! Is there, then, no 
way to ſave you ? 

| Actnor, Grieve not thus, for me. I 
ought to die with pleaſure, fince I die to ſerve 
my friend. 

Ortxa. But, think on your Orixa ! on your 
wife ! . 

AGexnor, Unkind Orixa ! why would you 
recall my recollection ? I had almoſt learned to 
look with ſcorn on ruin. But now every thing 
15 changed, and dreadful thoughts aſlail me. 
Endleſs ſeparation, and this inſtant. Save me, 
my Orixa. I am only man, and cannot brave 
the idea. 

SERGESTAN (entering. ) Where is my dear 
friend? {ſeeing them embrace.) Ah what e 
where? how? Am IJ awake or no? 

AG NOR. Tis my Sergeſtan's voice. 

SERGESTAN, It muſt be all deluſion.” Speak, 
if you have but a tongue, and tell me where I 
am. 

ActnorR. With me, with your loſt friend, 
with your Agenor. 

SERGESTAN, My Agenor. Either I fee 
things that are not, or bear much amils. Which 


of my ſenſes ſhall I truſt ? 
AGENOR, 
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ActnoR. You are diſturbed, Yet liſten to 
my ſtory. You conceive yourſelf abus'd; but 
what I have to ſay, will ſhow I could not wrong 

ou. ä 5 
SERGESTAN, Could not wrong me! look, 
then on Orixa ; and make anſwer, if you have 
not wronged me there ? 

AGtxoR, If you will hear me ſpeak, 

SERGESTAN, Unparallelled diſſimulation! in 
the loſs of beauty are you lulled ſo faſt, that 
vour approaching danger will not warn you to 
ſolicit Heaven's forgiveneſs * Falſeſt of falſe 
friends! a ſhametul death will be the juſt reward 
of ſo much perſidy. 

A MESSENGER (entering.) The King, Age- 
nor, at Sergeſtan's ſuit, deters your execution 
till the dial points at five. His mercy grants 
this reſpite, that if guiltleſs, — 

SERGESTAN., No; bgar back the reſpite, 
Every thing is manifeſt, and I revoke my pity 
now. 

MEssENGER. Your highneſs will excuſe 
me. Tis your royal father's mandate, and 
muſt be delivered. (He goes out.) 

SERGESTAN (to Orixa.) Kneel not thus, 
fair excellence. At any other time than this, 
I would be all attention; but at preſent, let me 
go. Indeed you mult not think to hold me. 
It is true, I could for ever gaze enraptured on 
vou: but in heaven itſelf, I ſhould lie bound in 
torment, were I to partake of its 8 
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* 


with that traitor. (He forces from her and goes 
out.) h 

Or1xaA. Is there then no pity? Curſes 
everlaſtingly purſue his ſteps ! 

AGENOR. Oh do not wrong him ſo. Tis I 
have merited your curſes. I was falſe to my 
ſworn friendſhip, when he named his paſſion ; 
and am juſtly now to ſuffer. Had I only told 
him you were mine, he would have rather died 
than hurt his friend, 

+ Or1xa. I have a thouſand things to ſay; 
and yet, in ſpite of Sirus's compaſſion, death 
muſt ſtop my tale. Till five? Did he fay fo, 
Agenor ? | | 

AGRNOR. Yes, till five: While, therefore, 
I am bleſſed with life, let me employ it! Fly 
to Sardis, fall upon your knee, and tell him our 
whole ſtory. | 

Oxr1xa. Tis enough. Yes, I will go, and 
plead as if I were ſoliciting the gods for mercy, 
Achmet ſhall kneel likewiſe with me. Stratice 
ſhall bring the gentle baby from her houſe ; 
meanwhile, pray you that I may proſper, and 
be ſatisfied with this farewel, till I come back 
again. | 

Acgnor, Stay not away, I charge you, 
longer than needs muſt. | 

Okr1xa. I am myſelf upon the rack till I 
came back. 

AcENOR. My heart gaes with you. Oh 
that I could drown all thought in fleep, till 


you returu, 
SCENE 
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SCENE II. The houſe of Sardis. 
SARDIS followed hy SERGESTAN. 


SARDIS {afide.) I could not have expected 
it; and will improve this circumſtance, to rid 
my daughter of her love, by murder. Tis m- 
deed a dreadful meaſure ; but yet neceſlary, to 
prevent the effect of mercy, from the King's 
irreſolution. 

SkRGESTAN. If, howvever, as you fay, 
you had this intimation of their loves, why 
hide it at the court of juſtice ? had you but 
done fo, his guilt would have been manifeſt, 

SArDIS. Too manifeſt. Without it, there 
was proot enough. 


SERGESTAN. And can you pardon the of- 


Fence of my misjudging love, when we were 
laſt together ? 

Sau p15. Speak not of it, prince; for then, 
as well as now, I was all wonder and compaſ- 
ſion. W _ that your friendſhip fell not 
ſhort of what the world informs us of, concern- 
ing Roman friendſhip; and compaſſion, that your 
friendſhip was to grievoutly miſplaced,” , 

SERGESTAN, Oh Sardis, what a friend did 
I not think him! 

Sars. Heaven be praifed, then, that has 
manifeſted his deſigns, and ſurely, heaven pro- 
tects you likewiſe from the bittereſt enemy to 
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human nature, ſince when you diſcovered not a 
rival only, but a murderer in your friend, he 
was not made to feel the indignation of a deſpe- 
rate lover. | 

SERGESTAN, He muſt die! what. need of 
further vengeance * 

HAKDIs, Yes; that I ſay myſelf, Thoſe 
only that are fond of vengeance, pulh at farther 
than the grave. What need of vengeance tar- 
ther than the grave. So ſay your lips, Sergeſ- 


tan: but your heart adds afterward, What need 


of any? | 

SER GESTAN. But in that caſe, I muſt loſe 
Orixa. . 

Sax Is. And, what then, Sergeſtan? Shall 
a fooliſh woman weigh againſt your honour * 

SERGESTAN-. Shall a fooliſh woman! What 
Orixa? Perith firſt my honour! I can never 
loſe. Or1xa. 2 

Sax Dis. I am ſorry to hear this; for to con- 
vince you how much heaven is intereſted in 
Agenor's ſafety, Sirus, I can tell you, may be 
wrought to fave him. Be you then diſpoſed to 
pardon, and on my part, I will move the king 
in has behalf. ü 

SrRGTESTAN. But for Orixa ? 

SARDIS. Nay ; you mult not hope to have 
Orixa, | 

SERGESTAN, Is it then a fin to have re- 
courſe to any weapon when a lover fights with 
death, for I ſhall die without her? 

SaRDIs. Tis a bitter thought indeed! but 

Wlat 
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what ſhould be too painful for your virtue? 
Take my friendly counſel : ages yet unborn 
ſhall bleſs your goodneſs ; and Agenor likewiſe, 
notwithſtanding his attempt upon your life, ſhall 
ſhew he can be grateful, and inſcribe upon your 
tomb: | 
« Here lies the man who died to make me 
happy.” 

SRRGESTAN. Oh my tortured boſom ! could 
a dagger probe it with more pain ! Oh villain! 
Mouſtrous villain ! vengeance overtakes you. 

SARDIS, Vengeance! Sirus, in his mercy, 

ſhall protect him from that vengeance, 

SERGESTAN, Shall he live? Shall medi- 
tated murder paſs unpuniſhed ? What then 
muſt become of me ? | 

SARDIS, Better a thouſand times that mur- 
der ſhould eſcape, thau you, my priace, be 
guilty of it. | 

SERGESTAN, Ah! then I be guilty of it! 
I conceive your meaning; and this moment he 
ſhall dic, if you, good Sardis, will but aid me in 
. 

Sanpis., Save me from ſo great a crime! 
I aid you in it! Where will all this end? I 
thought you mention'd murder, Yes, Agenor's 
murder: and my aim was to prevent your pur- 

ole, | 
F DERGESTAN» He muſt live then, 

SARDIS. And does heaven will otherwiſe ? 
or why did your reſentments fleep when laſt you 
law Agcnor * Heaven protects him ſurely ; a 

the 
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the means you had for vengeance would ere this 
have ſtretched him breathleſs in the priſon, 

SERGESTANs (after a parſe} Be it fo then. 
It was I he injured : It thall, therefore, be-my 
office to avenge it. But what means this ſtart 
of conſcience? I am ſtopped. Some ſuper- 
natural power obſtructs my way. Tis the ſug- 
geſtion of my guilt : 'The guilt of murder! Did 
you fay murder him ? 

SARDIs, You are diſtracted, and miſtake my 
purpoſe. Would to heiven, Sergeſtan, he 
might live. I were a child, ſhould I ſuppoſe an 
ol man could excite you to that act from which 

ou were difluaded by the voice of honour. 
Only be yourſelf; und you muſt then remem- 
ber that great epitaph I wiſhcd your tomb might 
have inſeribed upon it. 

SERGESTAN, Died to make him happy. My 
betrayer! Once more I am whole ; and will be 
Latisfied with nothing leſs than vengeance. 

' SarDIs, For the ſake of heaven !— 

SeErRGESTAN, Off, —Think not to hold me, 
J am all in flames, and comet-like ſpread ruin 
round me, —Hark.,—-It is the furics: they are 
howling for their prey. Bcar me to vengeance 
then. I go to ſatisfy you; and Agenor dies 
this moment. (goiig out}. 

SarDIs, Excellent ideot! Why then go 
nor let this madneſs leave you till the deed 1s 
perpetrated. Should remorſe affect him, and he 
tail, the guilt and danger of it will not fall on 
mc. Moroc beſides is ſafe in priſon, and his 
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keeper underſtands me, if I do but nod. He 


ſhall not die, however, till his life is dangerous 
to me. (To Orixa, coming in) Sad and weeping: 
too, Orixa! Grant me patience, heaven. 
Through all Syria, there is not a ſoul but ſhould 
rejoice at the diſcovery of Agcnor's treaſon, and 
the juſtice that thus overtakes him. 


Or1xa. Do not talk of juſtice, fir ; he dies | 


unjuſtly : but, if ever I were dear to you, ute 
all the power you have to {ave me from the fate 


of dying likewiſe. 


SARDIS Are you then, Orixa, that ſay 
this? 

ORIXA. You frown ; but I have that with- 
in me, in compariſon of which, your anger is 


not to be thought an evil. Oh, fir, let me charge 


vou then to fave Agenor, and me too, your 
ckild ; tor medicine will not lengthen out my 
days, if he muit die. Save him, dear father, 


then; and if the gift of life may be allowed. 


him, hence ſhall he depart from Syria to deſerve 
it, and be banithed from his friend for ever. 


SARDIS, Riſe to my embrace, dear child, | 


and think me ſlill your father. Need I call on 
heaven that you may know how much I love 
you? Let your love then be as great in my 
behalf; nor make me miſerable by requiring 

what it is not in my power to grant you. 
ORIXA. But I know you have authority to 
plead it ſtrongly ; and the all I can ſhall be ex- 
erted, If I tail, heaven muſt have mercy cn 
me, Whe re 45 12 55 dear Achmet ? (She goes 
or 'y 
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err, and xclurus immediately <vith her infant.) 
1 have a ſeraph, that ſhall ſupplicaze you for 
me. Go then, gentle babe, lift up your little 
hands for mercy; hang upon his knee, and 
footh bim from his ſternneſs with your ſmiles 
that might diſarm a tyrant. Fear him not, ſweet 
innocent: he will not chide you from him. 
You are mine; but yet you ſhare not my of- 
tences : he is harſh indeed to his own child, but 
w1ll be good to you. | 
SAR DIS, 3 What means this, O- 
rixa? — 
OxIxA. Do not think his birth reflects dif- 
Honour on your name. I am his father's wife. 
If you forgive my ſecret marriage, and protect 
my child when I am in my grave, I ſhall ex- 
>pire with pleaſure, Farewell then, poor babe, 
and never may vou know the ſorrows that op- 
preſs your mother. | 

Sakpis. Child of my old age! (afide) 
Oh, where 1s now Sergeſtan ? 

Oz1xa. Surely you relent. If ſo, let me 
continue kneeling for my huſband. Do not 
blame my love, for he deſerves it. Vet the all I 
Have to beg is that the father of your grand-child 
may ' be {aved from death. Save him from 
death; and baniſh him for ever, if the king 
thinks fit. 1 will not murmur at it; but, re- 
ngned to my hard fortune, give him up; and 
when he turns his back on Syria, though we ſe- 
parate for ever 

SARDIS, Oh, my poor dear child, no longer 
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wound the heart of your relenting father with 
theſe ſorrowful complaints! But fly this mo- 
ment to the priſon, and prevent a dreadful mi. 
chief menacing Agenor; for juſt now Serge.- 
tan left me, and in fo much wrath, that ſhoutd 
it laſt, he may attempt to ſlay him. Tell Age- 
nor what a danger threatens him; and mention 
likewiſe to Sergeitan, that for reaſons of much 
greater weight than lite and honour, I conjure 
him to proceed no farther, ſhould he have re- 
folved on any violence againſt Agenor. I my- 
felf will haſte to Sirus, and make ſtrong folic 
tation for his life as if it were my own, 

Or1xA, Oh heavens! 

SARDIS, Stay not, Orixa; but begone this 
moment. 


F 
* _ * 1 — — 2 
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ACT N. 


SCENE, the Priſon, 


SER GESTAN (entering to Agenor, æuho i« ſleeping 
evith his head upon a table, and a letter by him). 
Jam here, then; and as if heaven finiled upon 
my purpoſe, find him ſleeping. Come then 
torth, {drazving out a dagger) and do it now; 
but ſoft! no noiſe ; for ſhould he wake, he 
would have time to pray for mercy, and my 
vengeance be halt loſt, But wherefore does my 
hand thus tremble * Why does my whole maſs 
ot blood flow back within me to my heart ? . 
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why am I thus troubled? I will ſtep aſide, 
and ſummon up my reſolution, — When he wakes 
in anguiſh, I will how] for the Vengeance, and 
the Furies, in reply to his one groan ; for he 
mall groan but once: and now I do it But 
what's this? — What's in this paper here? No 
doubt but the confeſſion of his fins. Let me 
enjoy it. (bs reads) „ To my wife Orixa.” 
To his wife! Pol fee clearly ? To his wife, 
Orixa! Gracious heaven, if I am not in a 
dream, what will become of me ? (reads again) 
* Where are you vaniſhed. A few moments 
more, and all my ſorrows will be over. It then 
J muſt never ſee you more, take my laſt counſel. 
Atter I am dead, think not unkindly of my 
triend Sergeſtan,” Does he pray tor me? 
(reads again) © Be gracious to him, heaven; 
and on the icaffold, I will own your juſtice in 
my puniſhment ; for had I but avowed my real 
firuation, when he told me of his paſſhon,” — 
This, I fear, will be the lait of happy moments 
E thall ever fee, If fo, this dagger in my hand 
may fiill do juſtice. (reads again)“ told me 
of his paſſion, this had been prevented. Might 
Jaſk of heaven one bleſſing, it ſhould be, Orixa, 
that your goodneſs liſtened to Sergeſtan: who, 
for my ſake, would protect our helpleſs babe.“ 
Triple deſpair I— But he awakes; yet, I will 
finiſh, for tis now my puniſhment. (reads again) 
+ I leave vou in the hand of heaven; and for 
my child, the only legacy I have to give him is 
10 Lz a prayer, 
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a prayer, ¶cing Agenor awake) Oh heaven? 
oh heaven! | 

Ack NOR. What is this J ſee? 

SERGESTAN. Oh horror! Oh Agenor! al. 
ling on the ground). 

AGENOR, Surely this is my Sergeſtan. 

SERGESTAN, Strike me deaf, good heaven. 

AdkNoR. Yes: Tis himſelf; but why in 
this diſorder ? Why upon the ground !—A 
dagger too! Why do you groan? Why beat 
upon your boſom thus? Look up in pity, and 
ſpeak to me. Speak to your Agenor, to the 
man that loves you. | 

SERGESTAN. To the man that loves me! 

AcGENOR. Yes; and with a mother's ardour 
of affection, Riſe then, I conjure you, and 
inform me what diſturbs your boſom. 

| SERGESTAN, Never.—Never, have I ſworn 
within myſelf, to look on you again, moſt in- 
Jured of mankind. 

AGENOR. I am not injured. I conceive 
your meaning, If, in the deſpairing moment 
of your frajlty, you have poſſibly proceeded to 
an action that now fiils your heart with forrow ; 
weigh with that one fault my guilt, for I am 
the deſtroyer of my friend, whoſe heart I fear 
is breaking. 

SERGESTAN. Tis in vain you ſeek to varniſh 
my offences, ere you know them : when inform- 
ed of their enormity, you will deteſt me. Surely, 
heaven inſpired you to write that paper. | 

AGENOR, You are privy then to all that 

| cauſes 
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eauſes my affliction. Oh my gentle wife and 
lamb-like infant! will you, my dear prince, 
vouchſafe them to purtake of your unbounded 
goodneſs, when the huſband of the one aud fa- 
ther of the other is for ever in the grave. If 
you but promiſe this, I ſhall be bleſt ; and by 
that power who knows all human boſoms, I de- 
ſerve your pity, For, although I apprehended 
the diſcloſure of my paſſion might deprive me 
of Orixa, yet the dreadful guilt of murder ne- 
ver came into my heart. 

SERGESTAN, Can there be torture ſuch as 
this I ſuffer? To a tyger, ſuch as I am, can 
you think of giving up your lambs? In vain, 
their innocence would plead for ſafety, ſince ex- 
cited to this act of vengeance, and even thirſt- 
Ing after blood, the blood that never wronged 
me, I came hither, horrid though it ſound, to 
murder my Agenor. 5 

AcENOR. Muſt J hear all this? 

SERGESTANV. Do you not ſee my dagger? 

Adk NOR. Yes: but yet that cries not out 
againſt you, Rather it proclaims you are my 
friend. Yes, yes, it mult be ſo; and I ſhould 
bleſs you for it. 

DERGESTAN., Bleſs me! | 

Actnor, Yes, Sergeſtan ; for confeſs, you 
came to ſnatch me from a ſhameful death ; and 
tell me, it were better I ſhould die by my own 
hand, than be expoſed to an unpitying multitude. 
I thank your friendly counſel, and if innocence 


were not at preſent my defence, would uſe your 
friendly 
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friendly preſent at my heart, which ſtill muſt die 
your debtor, 


SERCESTAN., Would toheaven the caſe were 


fo: but I came hither barbarouſly meaning to 
deſtroy you. Sardis, your good friend, with 
all that eloquence compaſſion can make uſe of, 
did his utmoſt to diſſuade me; but whatever be 
could urge againſt this murder prompted me 
more ſtrongly to pertorm it, I came here deter- 
mined to complete my bloody purpoſe ; but that. 
paper, my dear friend, that paper. — 

AGCENOR. Think no longer of it: your re- 
morſe entitles you to my forgiveneſs. Lok up 
therefore and behold me, with my arms thrown 
open to receive you. I lament and pity.— 

Orixa. ( without, and at a diſtance} 
Sick with ſpeed! Heaven guard my dear 
Agenor! 

SERGESTAN. (rifig) Whoſe may be that 
voice? I would not meet Orixa ! 

AGENOR. (Holding him) Think not you ſhall 
leave me ? 

DERGESTAN., Wherefore ſhould I ſtay 1 
dare not look upon her. 

OxIXA. (coming in) Heaven defend my huſ- 
band. 

AcENOR. My Orixa! 

ORIXA. Are you well? 

Ack Non. Can I be otherwiſe, when you 
are near me? 

OxIxA. How then has the ſword miſcar- 
ned * 
AGENOR, 
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AckENOR. In the hand of my good friend 
it could not hurt me. 

OrIxa. In the hand of your good friend! 
Oh, guard againft that ſerpent, 

AGENOR. Give him not that name: the beſt 
a nong us may be tempted ; but when brought 
a ain into the path of virtue, they draw profit 
from their error. 

Orixa. You are far too bountiful, and like 
the lamb that ſuffers in the cruel ſhambles, lick 
your murderer's hand. | 

AGexoR., No more of this; but with an 
eve of pity look upon Sergeſtan. Think of his 
diſtracted ſtate: conſider him deprived by for- 
tune of 2 precious jewel; for this morning, 
ere we firſt met here, he looked on you, Orixa, 
as his own : Extending farther your conſidera- 
tion, after this imagine it was madneſs that com- 
pelled him hither on this buſineſs, aud refuſe 
him your com paſſion after, if you can. 

Oz1xa. It he deferved forgiveneſs.— 

Acexor. Ir? 

Or1xa. Be not thus angry with me, when 
you know not what I would have ſaid :—that if 
he merited forgiveneſs, heaven would put a key 
into his hand, wherewinh the door ot comfort 
might be opened to us. | 

SERGESTAN. Is it poffivle ! Oh ſuch intel- 
ligence is muſic to me: which way lies that door 
of comfort * Tell me, and though death op- 
pote my paſſage, I will force it. 

OxIxA. Sardis, won by my entrcaties, ſup- 
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plicates the royal ear for mercy : haſten then, 
and fall before your father, if your friend, or 
even I be worth preſerving. 

SERGESTAN., I will fly to ſave you. 

A MxssEN GER. (entering) Sir, the warrant 
is arrived, commanding your immediate execu- 
tion; therefore be prepared for you mult ſhortly 
ſuffer. 

SERGESTAN. You have yet an hour before 
the expiration of it: look ere that to have good 
tidings. {he goes out } 

Ox1xa, Heaven ſucceed your ſuit, Oh my 
dear, dear, Agenor, I begin to have ſome hope. 
My father almoſt wept when I preſented him his 
little grandſon. 

AdENOR. Yes, Orixa ; he is made of mer- 
ey: but if ſo much I am bound to thank his 
goodneſs, what 1s not my debt to heaven, that 
taved me from Sergeſtan's rage. 

Or1xa. But how, Agenor ? 

AGENOR, Seeing this ſame paper, I had 
written to you ; (for I had cauſe to fear you 
would not be permitted to compoſe my heart 
in dying, and on that account unburdened 
my ſad foul on paper) Can I tell you what I ſuf- 
fered, while I thought you thus kept from me ? 
I deſpaired, till my affliction gained me ſome 
thort reſpite in the arms of ſleep: and it was 
then Sergeſtan came, intent, as he confeſſed, on 
thoughts of blood; but in this paper reading 
= were really my wife, compunction ſtole into 

is boſom and diſarmed him. 
| The 
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The MxssEN GER. (re- entering) You are 
ſummoned. 

Ack NOR. I obey : meanwhile do you, O- 
rixa, ſeek the ſhelter of your father. I have 
hope that every thing will yet be well. If you 
ſhould have good tidings for me, come back hi- 
ther, and my Achmet with you. His ſoft 
ſmiles ſhall cauſe a kind of morning in this mid- 
night habitation, Till we meet again then, as 
I hope we ſhall, farewell. 

Or1xa, I am reſigned: and go, without de- 
ſpniring. Heaven make ſhort our ſeparation! 


8 C EN E II. The Palace. 


SIRUs and SARDIS. 


Srzus. No more: you hear his ſummons, 
Tf you urge his life, I ſpurn you from me. 
Shall the law be lulled afleep to pleale your 
daughter? I diſcern the motive to your mercy ; 
but remember I too am a father, and the mur- 
derer of my ſan is doomed to die with juſtice, 

SARDIS. (afide) How does not my guilt per- 
plex me, when I dare not prove Agenor guilt- 
leſs ? 

SERGESTAN. (<vithin) Where is my father? 

SAKDIS. (afide) Tis the prince's voice: 
heaven proſper now my wiſhes ! 

SERGESTAN. (coming in) On my knees, fir, 


once more let me ſupplicate your juſtice ; or 
thoſe 
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thoſe ſounds, that ſummon now Agenor to his 
fate, will ſummon me too. 

SARDIS. (aſle) He is ſafe then. Heaven 
J thank you! | 

Sinus. Grant me patience! would. vou 
mock your father ? 

DERGESTAN, Tes I own how I have labour- 
ed todettrov him; but repenting of that crime, 
I come at preſent being pledged to fave him. 

SIRUS. Tis in vain you come, Sergeſtan. 
Could I now forgive him, it were cruelty to 
you. Once has his plot been diſappointed, 
thould he be permitted to renew it, heaven might 
puniſh our ſecurity by letting it ſucceed. 

SERGESTAN, My life can never be ſo ſafe as 
in his keeping. | 

Sinus. Hence aid ſolicit me no farther. 


He Hall ſuffer. Witchcraft certainly dwells in 


him; or Orixa, whofe unhappy fortune I la- 
ment, would never have bemeaned herſelf ſolow 
as to approve his paſſion. 

SERGESTAN. 80 much you compaſſionate 
Orixa, that through her I will addreſs your 
mercy. She is in reality his wife. 

SIRUS, His wife! his wife? 

SERGESTAN. Agenor's, 

SIRUs, Do you hear this, Sardis, or are you 
ſtruck deaf with wonder? 

SARDIS., Such indeed has been my daugh- 
ter's diſobedience. They are married, which I 
knew not of, till to procure my pity, ſhe reveal - 
ed it, 

Stars 


1 
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Sixus. Married! My ideas are bewildered. 
Married did you ſay? I have, and have not 
heard you. Married? When you ſaid fo, did 
you mean Agenor? | 

SERGES TAN. Oh fir, aſk not now theſe 
queſtions, but firſt ſave hun. A poor friendleſs 
infant, were he here, and knew his father's 
danger, would plead with me, and lift up his 
little hands to make ybur pity certain, 

SIRUS. (going) more: his fate is now 
reſolved upon, and he muſt die. | 

SERGESTAN, Stay then, fir, and hear me; 
for certainly he ſhall xo die, while I have any 


ſtrength remaining to prevent it. 


SIRUS. What then would you do? 

SBRGESTAN. Fly inſtant to the place of 
execution, hew me out a pafſage through the 
croud, and fave my friend or ſuffer with him. 
(going out) 

StRUs, (To Sardis, who goes out) Call him 
back. I have bethought me. At the hour of 
midnight. Grant, good heavens, it proſper. 
Tis a deſperate expedient ; but what ſtep mult 
be omitted if it lead but to Sergeſtan's ſafety. 
{To Sergeſtan <vho returns «with Sardis) Once 
more, to convince you of my love, do I con- 
ſent, Agenor ſhall be reſpited till morning: ſwear 
then, that provided proot appear not by ſuch 
time that. he is innocent, you will not afterwards 


addreſs me in his favour. 


SAR DIS. (afide to Sergefian.) Cloſe with the 


condition, prince, and for the reſt rely on me. 
10 M Sta- 
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SERGESTAYN, And muſt I ſwear to ſuch hard 
terms? It is however one night gained, and I 
accept your mercy, 

SiRUs. Take my ring then, and prevent his 
fate. I will myſelf begone, and meditate in 
ſome cloſe corner of my palace, brood in ſilence 
there, and curſe the approach of morning. (he 
goes out.) 

SERGESTANe What have I now gained 
by following your advice, dear Sardis? No- 
thing but a few hours” reſpite, 

SARDIs. I have ſomething to propoſe ; but 
now is every moment precious: I will therefore 
mention the affair as we proceed. 

SERCRSTAN. Till I know all J am un- 


happy. 


8e E NE III. The Street. 


AckN On, and Offers in Proceſſion to Execution, 
The Croaud behind them. [ Torches] 


OrricEx. Room for the criminal, 
 Actxor, Is not my triend vet come ? Then 
I muſt die. You therefore that come here to 
ſee me ſuffer, let me have your ear. I ama 
loyal ſubject, and on heaven thus call to mul- 
tiply my for rows, it I-have but done the deed 

] am to die tor. 

Crowp. Peace there in the Wy 
AGENOR, Yct * not I defire my death 
ſhould 
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ſhould ſtir you up to vengeance : no; nor may 
the gods impute to my betrayer his offence. 
To Sirus be you dutiful, and to Sergeſtan, 
loving. He 1s noble, and has all his father's 
virtues thick about him. Words would never 
tell you half the debt I owe him. He firſt 
found me in a ſtate of poverty, and, by his fa- 
ther's kind indulgence raiſing my low fortune 
from that ſtate, confidered me his friend. Could 
I have been ſo guilty as to plot his death, I 
ſhould not be ſo wretched as I am, at being in 
this manner ſeparated from him, 

Crown, Pitiful fight! 

AdENOR. Oh, ye immortals, pour down 
on his head your choiceſt bleſſings. Spare, too, 
my poor father's age, nor let this day's tranſac- 
tion, when he hears my ſtory, weigh him down 
to death. He and my wife have my laſt 
* | 

FFICER, This 1s the laſt delay we have it 
in our power to grant you. 

AGENOR. One more moment, fir, and 1 
am then quite ready. After I have ſuffered, 
give this ring here to my wite. It is of virgin 
gold, arid was her preſent, When ſhe put it 
on my finger, Grow there, manacle of love, 
ſaid ſhe, and if your wearer ſhould prove 
falle, turn paler ſtill, for you are ſtained as he 
is. Take it, then, good fir, and let her know 
it is an evidence, that to the laſt I was a loyal 
lover. Tell her, likewiſe, I can have no 
greater pledge of my unaltered paſſion, but my 
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precious babe, Let him be always precious to 
her, and, heaven's mercy will do all the reſt. 
Orricka. She ſhall know this.—Lead on. 
SERGESTAN {=vithin.) Where is he? bear 
me forward, winds; for mercy ſhould be al ways 
ſwift. Let me but find the man I love, and 
with my tidings ſnatch him from the jaws 
of death. He appears) Yes, yes, Agenor, 


vou are ſafe : but, he ſinks down. Support his de: 
head : and look here at this ring, which if you noi 
know it ? ma 
Orrickx. Tis the ſignet of the king, and fin 
countermands the priſoner's execution. tio 
SERGESTAN, Speak to me, my friend. Look Or 

at ine. | | we 
Ack NOR (Reviving a little.) Whither have lis 
you taken me? The pains of death e. 
SERGESTAN. Support him; he relapſes. 8 


Talk not, thus, of death; for I am come to 
free you from it. Summon up your ſpirits, — R 
but, he does not hear me. So that, officer, T * 


muſt reſign him to you; for the time is pre- til 

cious, and ere morning, much 1s to be done. 

When he revives, inform him my return ſhall bas 

be upon the wings of triendſhip ; but, that 

now J have no time to waſte in idle ceremony. ſh 

( He goes out.) | to 
Orrickx. Bend him gently forward: he 

reſumes freſh colour. Lead back to the pri- = 


ſon. This reſpite gives me joy.—Proceed, but 
Powly. on 
ACT a 
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AW 


SCENE, the priſon. 


AGENOR. 


THRICE have I been ſnatched from 
death. Through what inextricable mazes do 
not the great gods conduct mankind! what it 
may end in, I am ignorant, but not alarmed; 
ſince man's exiſtence 1s for ever at the diſpoſi- 
tion of ſupernal goodneſs, My Orixa! (to 
Orixa, entering with her child.) Welcome! 
welcome! more ſo than the gift of unexpected 
light to blindneſs. Welcome you, too, m 
dear, ſmiling infant. Thus, as you are bot 
embraced by your Agenor, my Felicity would 


be complete were but my friend here too. 


Or1ixa., Compleat, indeed! and yet con- 


ſenting to his abſence, wiſh not he were here 


till he 1s ready to redeem you. 

AGENOR. To redeem me! what may that 
word mean? I do not fully underitand you. 

Or1xa, I will tell the whole. It will be 
ſhortly midnight, when Sergeſtan will appear, 
to ſnatch you from this place. 

Acenor. To ſnatch me, you ſay ? 

OkIxA. To ſnatch you, or in vain will you 
outlive this night: for, Sirus xfpites you till 
morning, and no longer. Nay, he made Ser- 

10 M 3 | geſtan 
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geſtan ſwear when you were led once more to 
execution, he would never plead again in your 
behalf. This oath he will obſerve; and, there- 
fore, to effect your reſcue, he now brings along 
a band of deſperate ruffians, got together in our 
neighbouring woods, with which he mcans to 
force the priſon gates, and free you, 


Ack NOR, But the gates are ſtrongly guarded. 


ORIxA. That hindrance is removed; for, 
now, while we are ſpeaking, are the guards 
drawn off; their captain being bribed by Sardis. 
'This, my father bade me tell you. It was he 
contrived this project, when Sergeſtan had de- 
ſpaired of your delivery. 

AEN OR. I approve it not. I ſhall bring 
ruin down upon the head of my dear friend: 
but—hark ! what tread 1s that ? 

Or1xa., Tread! I heard none. 

AgGtnorR, What, heard no noiſe ? this 
way, it came. Hark; once again. 

Ox1xa. Now, now, I do indeed: a foot as 
if unknowing where it trod. It cannot be the 
prince. 

AdrNOR. It is the king. Retire: be muſt 
not ſee you here. Nay, loiter not. I will 
conduct you forth. Without, you may hear 
every thing we ſay. Lean on my arm, (He 
puts her out with Achmet, and returns.) 

Sixvs (entering, and ſpeaking to an officer at 
the entrance.) The guard drawn off! Strange 
negligence! Keep watch without, and ſuffer 
ao one to approach, ——vurcly this place re- 


ſembles - 


fembles what our poets feign of hell, where 
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villains bluſh not at their crimes: but, here 
ſtands one, whoſe guiltineſs the night around 
him cannot hide, — If ſhame will give you 
leave, look up and tell me who I am. 

AGENOR. My king. 

Sixus. I have been more. 

Adk NOR. Ten thouſand things beſides, 
ſummed up in one; for, you have been a fa- 
ther to me. 

SIRUS, And, againſt this king and father 
have you brandiſhed the envenomed tongue of 
ſerpent-toothed ingratitude, and wounded me 
where only I was ſenſible of pain. 
AckNOR. Let not my ſovereign kill me 
with reproaches, much more grievous than 
thoſe pains the morning will produce, A po» 
niard would not be fo cruel. 

Six us. Look, then, at it here: the poniard 
you defire, Take it; and if you do but wiſh 
your ſovereign ſhould recover his loſt peace, 
employ it, and preſerve his ſon. | 

ORIXA Fruſbing in with Achmet,)} Help! 
help! I can refrain no longor. Do not touch 
the ſword, 

SIRUs. Are you here, too, Orixa ? Hence, 
and ſhun my fight; nor interrupt me in the 
kindneſs I come here to ſhow : tor, certainly, 
the gift deſerves a welcome from the wretch 
condemned to die with torture. 

Actnor (to Orixa.) Be compoſed, and do 
not ſpeak again. {To Sirus) Employ it, and 

preſerve 
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<li your ſon! How am I to preſerve him 
- Pt | 

SIRUs. Difſembling villain, to aſk, thus, 
what previouſly you know !—Reſtore me my 
unhappy ſon. Tell me, where your enchant- 
ments cauſe him, while we ſpeak, to weather 
out the night, or, woe be to that execrable 
head !—And, yet, I ſhould be calm. Employ 
my friendly preſent, then; ſo ſhall Sergeſtan 
think the ſuicide occaſioned by your guilt, and 
pity you no 1 2 

AGENOR. No; by ſuch a deed I ſhould, 
indeed, be guilty, 

The OrrictEr (entering in hafte.) Save 
yourſelf, dread fir. A deiperate band of ruf- 
fians have attacked your guard, and borne 
down all reſiſtance.— They approach. 

AckN OR. Oh, haſte and ſtay their hands, 
It is Sergeſtan leads them on. 

Sixus. Great heaven! Sergeſtän! Fly, 


and bid them ſheath their ſwords. Whatever 


the aſſailants mean. 

The OFFICER (withdrawing.) Ho! Tis 
the king's pleaſure that the guard throw down 
their ſwords, and ceaſe the fray. 

SERGESTAN (entering with his party.) They 
* ! Charge home upon them, — Oh, my 

riend and brother! I am come in happy time, 
at length, to ſet you free, —Afiiſt me all of you. 
(Seeing Sirus) My father here! 

SIRUS, Ungrateful! yes, I anſwer to that 

name: but, tell me, what you are? 0 
ER- 
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SERGESTAN, No matter what; for till the 

duhnels Jam come upon be done, I have no 
name, 
SIKVs. To me this declaration? Let pa- 
ternal tenderneſs henceforth turn to gall ; and 
may the man be hung up for a fool, chat ſhall 
adopt a child, | 

SERGESTAN, Take back your odious gift ; 
and let me have again that peace I was poſſeſſed 
of, when I thought myſelf Agenor's friend and. 
brother, rather than your ſon. What fruits 
have your adoption yielded? Would to Heu- 
ven I had never feen your hateful court, for it 
has ruined me. 

AGENOR. - Thus let me kneel upon the 
ground before the king and you, Sergeſtan. 
Make not me the cauſe of ſuch unnatural ſtrife 
between your father and yourſelf : for, rather 
far, than I ſhould be the cauſe of ſuch a con- 
teſt, tis my with to die. 

Ozixa. If you are juſt, do not regard his 
wiſh : his ſufferings make him mad, You are 
yourſelf a father, Let me therefore ſooth you 
into mercy by a mother's name. My little Ach- 
met, too, ſhall join me. Turn not thus away; 
for all take pity on the lamb, except the wretch 
that ſheds his blooꝭ᷑: but you are no ſuch wretch: 
be kind, then, to our lamb; and when we live 
far diſtant from Aleppo, he ſhall paſs his days 
in prayers for bleſſings on you, making it the 
whole employment of his liſe. No need of 
toil for bread, the gods, that feed not only the 

large 
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large oſtrich, but repleniſh the whole air about 
us with innumerable little atomies to nouriſh the 
ſmall fly, ſhall feed him for it. 


SERGESTAN, Can you hear all this un- 


theſe walls, converting every boſom into flint : 
but I will break the charm.—And therefore let 
his chains this moment be knocked off, —Obey, 
or with this ſword of mine, will I make horrid 
maſlacre among you. 

SIRUSs. Let me know your wiſh ; for 
though my boſom bleeds through your ingrati- 
tude, ſtill will it throb with all a faber n fond- 
neſs; ſo that rather than your life ſhould be 
endangered by the ſword, whoſe point has been 
Juſt now diverted from your breaſt, I will grant 
every thing, What do you wiſh for ? 

. SERGESTAN, Life for my Agenor and my- 
elt. 

SIRVS, Then he is free; and for myſelf, 
what I can give, receive. Be happy, but, in 
future, never ſee me more. 

ALL. Long live the king! 

AGENOR (looking at Sergęſtan.) Ha! he is 
fainting, ſure! away with your vain cares,— 
What means this ſudden change? 

SERGESTAN., Sudden indeed! I have not 
ſtrength ſufficient left me to fall proftrate at my 
father's feet, and thank him. | : 

AGENOR, Sure you are not wounded ? 

SERGESTAN, Deeply, deeply. 
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moved? Enchantment ſurely dwells within 
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Sinus. Fly for inftant help: my crown 
to any one that ſaves him. 

SERGESTAN. Call not for aſſiſtance. It 
would now be uſeleſs.” My ſollicitude enabled 
me to bear the anguiſh of my wound, till I had 
gained the bleſſing I deſired, ; and as a meſſen- 
ger delays the time of his departure for ſome 
ſecret of importance to him, ſo too did my ſpirit 
wait within me for Agenor's pardon, It has 
gained it, and will now be gone. 

SIRUS. Oh, my unhappy ſon! | 

AGENOR. Deareſt of men, you have undone 
me. Would to heaven I had died before this 
reſcue. It will kill your father's ſpirit. 

SARDIS. {entering.) Wherefore this alarm 
that wakes the fleeping city? (Looking at Ser- 
geftan.) 

SERGESTAN., Even as you ſee.— The iſſue 
of your council comes to this, 

IRUs., What was it he, then, that adviſed 
this project ? 

SERGESTAN. If it were—I mean not to up- 
braid him. Could he poſſibly conjecture the 
concluſion ? 

Sikxus {/flabbing Sardis.) Monſter, hence! 
and in the realms beneath, impart your odious 
counſel. 

SARDIS falling.) Save me, heaven! 

SERGESTAN., What have you done? 

ORIXA. Alas, my father's ſlain! 

SIRUSs. That in the other world, my ſon, 
you may ſpeak favourably of this deed, I can 

* with 
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with caſe excuſe it. On his head, lies all the 
guilt and ſorrow of this day. For, bad not he 
nlepped in, and ſteeled my heart to merey, I 
ſhould certainly have yielded to your tears.) 

SARDIs. I have been guilty, not alone of 
this, but more. Send, ſend, for Moroc. Hea- 
ven, in flaming characters, writes up my crunes 
upon the wall, and I am dying very faſt. Send, 
then, for Moroc, and let him lay what he 
knows, while 1 do every thing I can to make 
my peace with heaven, that have accuſed the 
man that never ſought Sergeſtan's life. 

SizUs. Run, officer and fetch him. (T# 
Agenor, offering to ſpeak} I divine what you 
would ſay. Yet ſpeak not. Tis an unavailing 
taſk : unleſs, indeed, you have the power to 
ſnatch Sergeſtan from a timeleſs death. That 
you are guiltleſs of conſpiring to abridge his 
ife, will not alleviate my ſorrows ;. for he dies, 
and that you did not kill him, is a matter of 
indifterence to me. 

SERGESTAN, Turn, Agenor; and before 
I breathe out my Jaft breath, look at me. Hea- 
ven can tell how E rejoice in the idea that your 
innocence and virtue are at laſt made plain. 
Fhat Sardis ſhould have thus accuſed you, ſeems 
moſt ſtrange. Give me your hand, — Except 
one circumſtance; oh, pardan that, Agenor, 
I have lived at all times like your friend, and 
ſo now let me die. Support my aching head, — 
Alas, I fear I ſhall not have ſufficient lite to 

11 4 | hear 
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hear this myſtery unfolded—but I think I hear 


them coming. 

Acznor. And I too: repoſe yourſelf on 
me. a 
' SERGESTAN. I do, I do. 

SIRUS. {to Moroc, entering guarded.) You 
tremble ; and may well do ſo, ſince you have 
perpetrated ſuch a deed. See how heaven puniſh- 
es your guilt already; and provided you would 
meet with mercy at our hands, would you tell 
every thing you know. . | 


Moxroc (trembling.) Oh heaven! I will, 


I will. 

SARDIS, As what the moor can ſay, reflects 
no ſort of guilt upon himſelf, I will become my 
own accuſer, by interrogating him, and that 
way merit ſome degree of mercy at the hand of 


heaven, Say, therefore, who firſt put you on 


this deed ? Speak to the king, 

Moroc, My maſter that lies there. 

Saxpis. Were you inſtructed to aſſaſſinate 
the prince ? or how ? 

Moroc, I was directed only to uſe threats, 
and find out, if I could, ſome circumſtance to 
transfer the guilt upon the head of his dear 
friend. Unluckily, Agenor ſeized Sergeſtau's 
ſword, which I declared was meant that with 
more probable ſucceſs I might attack the prince, 


Sarpis, As I muſt die ſo ſhortly, he ſpeaks 


truth, But, what pretexts did I affign to juſ- 


tify the deed ? 
10 N 


AoENOR. 
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ActnoR. I neyer gave you cauſe, e 
SARDISs. I did all this > cut you off, a io! 
get Sergeſtan acceſs to Orixa's heart. he 
SERGESTAWN, Oh, now I die. My ſpirit ou 
3s juſt ready on the wing, and will not tarry for 
the reſt of this dark ſtory. Oh, ſir, for my fake, Ser 
forgive theſe partners in my fault. Orixa, for 
friend, and father, oh, farewell. (dies) 11 
OrrIcER. Look, there, to the king. | 
SARDIS. What is Sergeſtan dead? e 
Orxixa. ICs wot your ſpirits thus with | he 
peaking, but repoſe upon my arm. | 6-4 
7855 3 To juſtify — father, hear, O- a 
rixa, my laſt words. I thought to ſee you on a Wy, 
throne, but when informed Agenor had your W. 
heart already, I began to hate him. Had you 
' only owned your marriage, this, alas, would have WI 
been then prevented, —Was it well to trifle with ch 
N 2 father thus? Do not however weep, ſince de: 
: forgive the offence. | the 
. Sixus. Unpitying Sardis! Heaven in fu- Wa 
=_ ture ſhall be juſt, 8 
N SarDis. If heaven muſi curſe, let thoſe diſ- no 
4 fembling prieſts be curſed, who, for the ſake of | 
by lure, forged this prophecy. The poor and ab- to 
J ject, who want gold to buy oblations, never un 
1.8 et were menaced with ſuch impious omens : bo 
5 fer this day's misfortunes be aſcribed to them. wt 
! 1 Their lying conjurations have robbed Sirus of Ju 
4 his fon, and me of—oh—. A 247 th 
43 An Orr1ctR. (cnterirg} An aged man with 
44 travelling, as he ſays, Exhauſted, craves admiſ- 
= + 0 ſion, bo 
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fion, having ſomething of the weightieſt import 
he would fain deliver to you. Shall we give him 
entrance? | 

Sixus. Do as you think proper. {/ooking at 
Serge/ian.} Oh my tortured heart! Have you 
for ever left me? Would to heaven, my ſon, 
I had expired before you. 

PragtL. (entering, } Where is my dear ſon ? 
lead, lead me to him! Ah, juſt what I feared! 
he is no more. | 
Sinus. Peace, babbling idiot! 7 

Ack NOR. Oh, my dear, dear father! 
 Sixvs, Hence; for now I recollect you. 
Would to heaven.— 

PrarEL, Forbear theſe tranſports. You 
will very quickly pity me. Tis I have loſt my 
child, Him lying here I claim, who has too 
dearly ſuffered for his father's folly, Do not 
then diſturb my ſorrows. This I am embracing 
was my fon, and he is. dead. * 
AskNOR. Surely my father raves, and does 
not ſee me. | 

PuarxEL, Hence, I do not know you. And 
to ſave me in my ſorrows from all importunity, 
uncover your right arm, and juſt below the el- 
bow, will appear what Sirus will- be charmed 
with. 

Ack NOR. What! the pine-leaf ſtain my mo- 
ther longed for at my birth? 

Sixus Speak that once more. a 

AGeNor, The pine-leaf ſtain below my el- 


bow? 
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Sinus. And have you a mark like that? 


AcENOR. TI have. 


 S1RVUs. By heaven, I charge you, let me ſee 


it. 
AGENOR. (uncovering his arm. Here, on 
my right arm, 

SIRUS. And do my eyes ſee clearly then? 

SARDISs. A pine-leaf on his arm !—What 
myſtery is now unfolding ? | 

SIRUS. Sardis, as you wiſh to merit heaven, 
inform me, if my child, to your remembrance, 
had not ſuch a mark. 

SARDIS, He had. I ſaw it, when he came 
into the world. 

PHaArEL. Even'ſo; and that child was Age- 
nor there. Your queen, his mother, thinking 
him not ſafe, though hid in our retreat, without 
conſulting you, and anxious that her child 
ſhould, at the price of every ſacrifice, be ſcreened 
from danger, tampered with us for a change of 
children; to which change, in our ambition, 
we conſented; and our ſon was afterwards 
brought up as yours. | 

SIRUS. Say that again, if you would make 
me happy. 

PRAREL. Would to heaven I could not; but 
(uncovering Sergeftan's arm) this arm, you may 


obſerve, has not that mark. 


OIRUS. It has not. And indeed, recurring 
mow time, I recolle& my queen upon her death- 
hinted ſomething of this matter, which the 
attendants 
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attendants round her thought ſhe ſpoke in her 
delirium, and on that account regarded not, 
PnAREL. As ſoon as the report of this in- 


tended murder reached my neighbourhood, I 


framed the reſolution to divulge the fecret, and 
ſet out to gain the city; wbither, after fix long 
hours of painful travel, I am come, and this 
ſad fight alone has heaven reſerved to welcome 
my arrival, 
Or1xa. Dear, dear father, if your death 
muſt after this enſue, I never ſhall be happy. 
SARDIS. Tis but juſtice I ſhould ſuffer ; for 
Agenor's birth-right being thus diſcovered, my 
ambition, I am fnfible, would have been fully 
tified in your advancement to a throne, but 
or the treachery I employed! Oh, my Orixa, 
may heaven bleſs you, —May it doubly bleſs 
you, in yourſelf and in your offspring. Pardon 
me, Agenor, as you wiſh my murder ſhould not 
fall upon the king. Moroc is innocent. Forgive 
me, heaven. (he dies. | | 
| SIRVs. Oh pardon me too, heaven, if my 
tranſports ſuit not with this houſe of death ; for 
I have found my ſon. Come to my arms, and 
let me meet you with a father's 22 thank- 
ing heaven that fruſtrated the means I practiſed 
to become, what for theſe ſeventeen years I 
feared I ſhould be, childleſs : but I ſee you are 
ſtill fettered. Be it then your wife's glad part 
to free you, Stoop and help her. 
Or1xa. Oh my lord and huſband ! 
AGcznor, Take me both. You as a faithful 
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\ 
ſpoufe, and you too as a loyal ſon ; behold here - 
too your little image in that child with which I 
the gods have bleſſed us. | f 
StRUS. And is this the pretty innocent that ſt 
would through me have almoſt been an orphan, g 
had not heaven diverted my injurious purpoſe. 
Surely eloquence dwelt on his tongue, when, like fe 
a mole, proceeding in the dark, I dug to find d 
deſtruction ; or the gods would certainly have f 
made me the moſt wretched of all creatures n 
crawling on the earth. Grow up, my, little ol 
charmer, in the virtues of your mother. From 1 
no king can you receive a better fortune. Y 
AckNOR. What can I reply? or how give 0 


credit to this change of fortune on one hand? 
or on the other, to the truth of this ſad ſight? 
C looking at Sergeſtan. ) 
SiRus. He ſhall be ſolemnly interred ; for 
he was called my ſon : and, good old man, the 
- counſel I would not receive myfelf, yet will 1 
recommend to you. Let your affliction for the 
loſs of ſuch a ſon be ſtayed, when you reflect 
that virtue ſuch as his cannot expire with mor- 
tal nature. To his memory a monument ſhall 
be erected, and his ftory handed down for un- 
born generations to peruſe it, and reſemble him 
In virtue. 

AGztnoR, Over it my tears ſhall be poured 
out ; nor till one compaſs of the ſun hath been 
performed, will I admit one thought of auy 
thing excepting friendfhip here. | 

OxIxXA. TI am a woman, and yet blame *. 

ut 
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dur applaud, your piety. Be it as you have 


ſaid ; and that I may not be outdone, that year 
I will devote to be conſumed in ſorrow for my 
father here. Our mourning being paſt, we 
ſhall be happier, having ceaſed to love for ſuch 
good purpoſes. | 

SIRUs, Nor will I be leſs liberal of my tears; 


for ſeeing this, my heart informs me I have 


done amiſs. Prayer muſt waſh out the action 
from that book in which it 1s enrolled : and that 
my word may be the better kept, I will reſign 
my ſceptre to theſe two, and with yur age {to 
Pharel.) retiring from the cares of ſtate, look 
up for happineſs to them in common with their 


other ſubjects. Come away. 


